Brdeee ey: 
panomtend Ba 6, 


thet 
toehsk 
re 
So 
feat 
toe: 
OARS ty 
Satins ti 


blteess4 
WING AFAR obs Nmsmia dete ousauretey matte 
been: mene ee > 
. Are ; 3 


oF 
< 
iad 
ey 


bese See; 


Ae Pea ee 
Loo mlns 


Cart eRe boobs 
te Bert 


4. ened, 
Olinda eR 


Aaa frat 
Nr 
Lag 


pets 7G. 


rH HE) 
Laer nts 


THE MAKING OF A SAILOR 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
In 2023 with funding from 
Kahle/Austin Foundation 


httos://archive.org/details/owb_O4-AME-579 


Suip “AKBAR” OF Bosron, CAPTAIN LAMSON 


From a painting by Charles R. Patterson 


THE 
MAKING OF A SAILOR 
OR 
SEA LIFE ABOARD 
A YANKEE SQUARE-RIGGER 


By 


FREDERICK PEas—E Hartow 
A Sailor on the ship “Akbar’’ of Boston 


SALEM, MASSACHUSETTS 
MARINE RESEARCH SOCIETY 
1928 


PuBLICATION NUMBER SEVENTEEN 
OF THE 


MariInrE RESEARCH SOCIETY 


CopyRIGHT, 1928, BY 


THE Marine RESEARCH SOCIETY 


PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES 
Bol. Hinpreerine® Co: 


BRATTLEBORO, VT. 


PREFACE 


Havin G made several voyages at sea, a number of 
friends have asked me to write a description of sea life 
in the ?70’s, aboard a deep-water ship. It is a difficult task to 
perform with due regard for the proprieties of speech. In 
those days swearing was prohibited on some ships but on 
others the conversation was decidedly obscene. It was my 
misfortune to sail in a ship of the latter class and I am afraid 
if I picture my experiences one-half as true to life as I found 
them on board the Akédar, the Board of Censors will “clap a 
stopper” on my yarn and those who might wish to know 
something of “high life” aboard ship would still remain in 
ignorance. For how can one describe the petty rows and the 
language used while shortening sail without including the 
swear words that Jack has been accustomed to use all his life? 
Can you imagine a row between two greatly excited men who 
used only psalm-singing words to end an altercation? You 
certainly cannot. Neither can a true description of life aboard 
ship be told at a prayer meeting. 

Having kept a journal, during voyages, for my own in- 
formation, I have now taken incidents from it and included 
many of the expressions used on board ship, but have dis- 
guised the names of individuals in some instances. The fol- 
lowing account of my first deep-water voyage may be ac- 
cepted as a faithful description of life on board an American 
sailing ship fifty years ago. I wish to thank Miss Dora L. 
Peakes of Edgartown, Mass., for inspiring me to write this 
yarn, and twice over to thank my wife, Gertrude G. Harlow, 
and her sister, Mrs. C. May Hudson of New York, who 
“took the wheel” and steered me clear of shoals. 
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THE MAKING OF A SAILOR 


CHAPTER I 
GOING TO SEA 


ES G before I left high school I had made up my mind to 
become a sailor. Three of my brothers were in the mer- 
chant service and there was nothing else for me to do for we 
all took to salt water like ducks. My grandfather, on my 
mother’s side, was a sailor and had commanded vessels, both 
in the merchant service and the whaling industry. In fact he 
was a Tartar from the old school. 

It was told of him that his order was law aboard ship and 
on one occasion when they had lowered for whales and had 
struck and made fast to a big bull, from which they were 
obliged to cut loose on account of a gale arising, the whale- 
boat returning to the ship with the men in a dejected mood 
because of their ill luck, my grandfather, who was pacing 
the quarter deck, became very unreasonable and began to 
find fault with the officer in charge as he came alongside, 
addressing him as follows: 

“Mr. Davis, who cut the line after you had made fast to 
that bull?” 

Elidid,-sir,” replied the mate: 

“What in hell did you make fast for if you knew you 
couldn’t hold on to him? What do you think I am out here 
for; sailing the ship on a pleasure trip at the expense of the 
owners?” 

“JT did what I considered the best for all, sir. The sea is 
rising and it would be impossible to tow him back in this 
sea,” said the mate. 

“The sea be damned! Couldn’t you hold on and ride out 
the squall? We could have picked you up after the squall 
had passed.” 

“You'd play hell doing it,” said the mate, as he reached 
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for the block of the davit fall to hook it into the ririg in the 
stern of the whaleboat, which was about to be hoisted out of 
the water. 

““What’s that you say? Do you dare to answer me in that 
manner, you — — — —!” And working himself into a pas- 
sion he seized a harpoon and jumping on top of the rail, 
drove it with all his force at the mate in the whaleboat 
below. 

The mate, bending over with the block in his hands, 
showed a pair of shoulders and a back equal to any hump- 
back whale, certainly a good mark for the skipper. No doubt 
he may have thought he was harpooning one, for he was 
heard to exclaim, “Heave your iron!” as he hurled it at the 
mate. 

The harpoon, true to his aim, entered Mr. Davis’ oilskin 
jacket just below his shoulder blade, but the whaleboat, at 
that moment, took a sudden lurch, causing the mate to lose 
his balance, and throwing up his arm instinctively to catch 
himself, as he was thrown against the gunwale of the boat, 
the harpoon glanced from his shoulder, passed under his 
arm and came out underneath, through his oilskins in front, 
doing no damage except to spoil an oilskin jacket. So great 
was the force with which the harpoon was thrown that it not 
only passed through the mate’s oilskins, but it went through 
the bottom of the boat, as well, going the whole length of 
the shaft, clear to the hitches, where it was temporarily held 
by the cedar boards. 

The mate, surprised by the attack, failed to hook the block 
in the ring; but not so with the man in the bow. His hook 
was fast and when the wave receded, the bow of the whale- 
boat was hung in the air and as the stern settled the men 
were thrown aft, in a heap, spilling two men into the sea. 
On the next wave, the block in the bow was unhooked and 
the two men were pulled into the boat with great difficulty. 
The stern of the whaleboat had drifted away from the davits 
and the harpoon, dangling from the bottom of the boat, was 
soon playing havoc with the lapstreak boards as she rolled 
back and forth in the sea. 
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The skipper, seeing that the iron was about to be released 
from its holdings, sang out: “Now, don’t lose that harpoon! 
Some of you get a move on you and catch it before it gets 
away!” 

One of the sailors jumped for the iron, as it was working 
through the boards, but in his haste he was thrown against 
it by the roll of the boat, which was now half full of water, 
and it dropped out of sight into Davy Jones’s locker. 

Another extemporaneous speech in unprintable language 
followed the disappearance of the harpoon and each man 
would have received more than his share if the condition of 
the boat had been any different. As it was, they were reviled 
because the harpoon was lost. 

It was a lucky thing that the whaleboat was dancing a jig 
when the harpoon was thrown or I might have been a de- 
scendant of a murderer on the high seas.* 

Did I run away from home to go to sea; or was I knocked 
down with a club and dragged all over the barn floor for 
refusing to milk the cows? No! I never was knocked down 
at home, for my father was a Methodist minister, preaching 
in the Thames Street Church at Newport, Rhode Island, and 
he lived his life as a minister of the gospel should. I had the 
best of homes and my parents did everything they could to 
make home pleasant. Instead of bringing his boys up to be 
sissies, my father impressed on us that hard work of the right 
sort killed no man. “Do not pick a quarrel. Keep out of it, if 
you can, but if you are forced to fight, see that you win. In 
other words, whatever you do, do well.” 

He did all that he could to make me understand that 
there were better things on land for me to follow than going 
to sea, but to no avail. Finally, seeing that nothing else 
would do, he gave his consent with a “God bless you,” say- 
ing, “We’ll see what we can do for you.” 

When I was thirteen years of age, my oldest brother, who 
was mate of the ship Windward, while on a voyage from 

* My grandfather was Capt. Isaac Winsor of Duxbury, Mass., and the 
last ship that he commanded was the Claudius, 527 tons, built at Medford 
in 1836. 
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Seattle to Portland, Oregon, was caught in a gale off the 
mouth of the Columbia River, in a southwester, with two 
other vessels. A towboat came out from Astoria to take them 
in and picked up the Wimdward first, taking her in over the 
bar where they dropped anchor just south of Sand Island. 
There the towboat left them to go out again in an effort to 
pick up the other two ships. 

The wind was increasing every minute until it reached the 
velocity of a hurricane and the towboat and ships had to 
stand out to sea in order to keep away from the coast. In the 
meantime the Windward began to drag with all her anchors 
out. A very high sea was running and could be seen to break 
over Sand Island, towards which they were fast drifting. In 
order to save the ship from destruction, the masts were cut 
away. [his relieved her and she rode out the gale and was 
afterwards towed up to Portland and fitted with new spars 
and rigging. 

While stepping the mizzenmast, the old stump, which had 
been hoisted out and laid on the deck of the after house, 
started to roll as the ship listed under the strain of the new 
mast on the dock, for the sheers were rigged for the occasion 
aboard the ship. The old mast rolled from the blockings, 
through the monkey-rail on the house, and caught my 
brother in some manner and broke both of his legs. So badly 
was one leg mangled that amputation was deemed necessary. 
They took him to a hospital but the shock was so great that 
he only lived a few hours after the operation. 

One of his last letters, written home, said: “Do not let the 
boys follow the sea. At best, it’s nothing but a dog’s life.” 
But we didn’t heed the advice and it was not long before we 
were all on board ships, endeavoring to find the pleasures 
afforded by the sea.* 


* My brother, Julius I. Harlow, was mate of the Windward at the 
time of his death and was to have been placed in command of the ship 
upon her arrival at San Francisco. He was a deep-water sailor of the first 
order having doubled Cape Horn in the following ships: in January, 1859, | 
in the clipper ship Kimgfisher of Boston, Captain Kimball Harlow, and 
also on her return voyage in July following; the ship Samuel Robertson of 
Fairhaven, Capt. John R. Tabor, in April, 1860, Boston to Honolulu and 
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My older brothers, after returning from some long voy- 
age, would tell of the hardships encountered and admonish 
us never to follow the sea for a living, yet I took particular 
pains to observe that they didn’t remain ashore for any 
length of time before they were off on another voyage and 
so I judged there must be something very fascinating about 
the life. Like John Alden, I soon decided that I would see 
for myself. 

While not a big, husky fellow, I was of an athletic build 
and took part in all kinds of sport, from turning handsprings 
by the block to sparring and wrestling by the hour. Having 
been instructed in the “manly art of self-defense,” to take 
punishment and stand up under it, on many an occasion they 
had me going; but I only welcomed it for I knew it would 
toughen me for the work I was about to enter into. 

I was taught navigation at home and how to use the sex- 
tant and could “shoot the sun” in a saucer of molasses in the 
back yard and reckon the “day’s work” before I had ever 
been “outside.” 

We had a sailboat at our disposal and my brother and I 
sailed the Narragansett, from one end to the other, explor- 
ing bays and inlets, and many a hard blow were we in, so 
that reefing and knotting were not entirely new to me. In 
fact, we had a royal yard slung in the attic of our house, 
which we could raise and lower, bend a sail, clew up, and 
furl,—in fact, brace the yard the same as one could on any 
vessel. Here, I learned to put a “harbor furl” on a square- 
sail. On one occasion my brother gave me a lesson in furling, 
in a heavy head sea, that I never will forget. 

We were in the attic one afternoon, with a friend, when 


the return voyage in November; the ship Jennie W. Paine of Gardiner, 
Maine, Capt. Wm. Cowell, in September, 1861, New York to Callao, and 
the return voyage in January, 1862; the ship Golden Fleece of Boston, 
Capt. John L. Manson, in November, 1862, New York to San Francisco, 
and the return voyage in July, 1863; the ship Califormia of Boston, Capt. 
Henry Barber, in September, 1864, New York to San Francisco; the ship 
Grace Darling of Boston, Capt. Nathan P. Gibbs, in June, 1866, San 
Francisco to New York; and again in the ship Go/den Fleece under Cap- 
tain Wilcomb, in August, 1868, New York to San Francisco, 
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we lowered the yard and clewed up the sail ready for furling 
and I was “sent aloft” to take it in. As I stepped on to the 
foot-rope, he let go the braces and calling our friend to take 
the other side, first one and then the other would pull and 
yank at the braces, while I was being swung from starboard 
to port, bringing up against the backstay at one time and 
stopped with a “round turn” the next, for they did their best 
to shake me off the yard. I stayed with it until the sail was 
furled. While making the end of the gasket fast to the tye, 
they cut the strap in the jaws of the yard and my brother 
sang out: “Watch her roll! Hang on, for I’m going to show 
you how she behaves in a chop sea.” Did she roll? Did she 
pitch? You should have seen those fellows work at the braces 
while I was being swung from one side of the attic to the 
other. As for me! Well! They said my eyes stuck out so far 
that you could have knocked them off with a club and I guess 
they were correct, for I have furled many a royal when the 
good ship was rolling and pitching, but never experienced 
anything like the sensation on that royal yard in our attic. 

When the strap was cut I was on the port side. My weight, 
of course, sent everything to starboard. A royal yard is not 
slung like a trapeze. The lifts from the yardarm do not run 
perpendicularly but diagonally to the pole of the mast above, 
and as gravity seeks its level, it was a pretty hard thing for 
Mr. Gravity to keep the line of direction inside the base, 
with those boys at the braces. 

As I slid to starboard, it was a queer sensation. A yank at 
the port brace didn’t help matters. Bump! I went into the 
mast and bouncing off,—away to starboard I flew. “You 
want to be a sailor, do you?”—Biff! And I got it on the 
other side. “You'll get it rougher than this, outside. Watch 
her dip.” Then both of them caught hold of the yardarm 
and swung me forward fully ten feet. Back I came with a 
rush, and brought up “AII standing” against the mast. So 
great was the impetus that the blocking at the bottom of the 
mast carried away and the wind was entirely knocked out of 
me and we “All came down with a run.” 

Luckily, I didn’t break an arm or a leg and with the ex- 
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ception of a skinned elbow and having the breath knocked 
out of me, I got up from the mix-up and walked around the 
attic, viewing the remains very much as a gamecock would 
after knocking out his victim and looking for more worlds 
to conquer—slightly disfigured, but still in the ring. 

My brother complimented me on staying with it to the 
last and further said, “I guess yow’ll do.” It wasn’t much 
to say, but the way he said it put more confidence in me than 
I had ever felt before and I awoke to a sense of realizing 
that I was fitted for the sea right then. That evening I again 
broached the subject to father and seeing my determination 
to go he finally gave his consent. 

It was my ambition to become a deep-water sailor and to 
start out at once on a long voyage, but father argued that it 
was better to make a short trip first, because in a short voy- 
age, if you don’t like the sea, you are not tied down so long; 
on the other hand, if you decide to follow it for a living, 
having learned the ropes, etc., you can ship in the next vessel 
as an ordinary seaman, at a better wage. 

Living next door to us was a sea captain by the name of 
Winslow, whom I had been talking with that day. He had 
been sailing in coasters all his life and was part owner as well 
as skipper of the schooner David G. Floyd, then in the coal 
trade, running between Newport and Philadelphia. She 
measured about three hundred tons and was one of the 
smartest schooners on the coast at that time. Captain Wins- 
low was a typical “Down East Yank.” He loved his ship as 
he did his wife and never grew tired of telling about the 
good qualities of his “schoonah,” as he called her. On the 
last trip he said he had passed every sail in sight from Phila- 
delphia to Newport and he had yet to see the “two-stickah” 
that could pass him, for he could show his heels to many of 
the large three- and four-masters hailing from Taunton, 
that had already made records. 

This race was still fresh in mind when father convinced 
me it was better to make a short voyage first and it didn’t 
take much persuasion when he asked me if I wanted him to 
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speak to Captain Winslow, and if so, we would go together 
that evening. I readily consented. 

The Winslows were very neighborly with us, in fact, 
Mrs. Winslow was quite a prominent worker in the church 
and when the captain was ashore he would accompany her 
regularly. He had the reputation of being a kind-hearted 
man ashore but was simply “hell” afloat. 

Living with the Winslows was an old sailor who was not 
quite right in the “upper story.” His mind at times was a 
little unbalanced. He had sailed with the captain for years 
and had been in the Floyd, prior to his accident, from the 
time she was launched. 

One night, in a heavy gale, he fell from aloft, striking his 
head as he fell into the mainsail, which broke the fall and 
‘saved his life. He was unconscious for hours and struggled 
between life and death for months, finally regaining his 
strength but remaining mentally weak. The captain took pity 
on the poor man and gave him a good home in the family. 

As we were ushered into the room that evening and shook 
hands around in the accustomed fashion, father took occasion 
to address the sailor who was also an attendant at the church. 

“Good evening, John! I haven’t noticed you at church 
lately. Have you been sick?” 

“No-o, Brother Hahlow, I never felt better. I just got 
tired of the Methodists an’ I wanted a change. No-o, I’m an 
Episcopalian naow.” 

“An Episcopalian, John! When did this happen?” 

“Oh-h, some little time! Some little time! Brother Locke 
is a great man. A fine preacher. Didja ever hear him, Brother 
Hahlow?” 

“Oh, yes! He is a very earnest man and a great speaker, 
John.” 

“You bet yer damn life he’s a great speaker! You ought 
t? hear him pray! Gee! Yow’re not in it when ’t comes t? 
prayin’. Why-y Brother Hahlow, he’ll give ye cards an’ 
spades an’ leave ye so far behind you'll look like a shadow, 
for when it comes t’ prayin’ he c’n beat ye prayin’ all t? hell.” 
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“Oh! Oh! John!” Mrs. Winslow exclaimed. “I hope you 
will excuse it, Brother Harlow.” 

“Don’t let it worry you, Mrs. Winslow. I enjoy a good 
joke as well as any one.” Whereupon we all joined in a 
hearty laugh at father’s expense. 

It was arranged that evening that I should make a trip in 
the Floyd, due to sail in two days, but before we left the 
house Captain Winslow impressed on my mind that I should 
not expect any favors from him while on board the schooner. 

Then father reiterated that in making this voyage I must 
rely on myself to get along with the captain and crew, say- 
ing, “You will of course make your headquarters in the fore- 
castle, for you can’t expect to live in the cabin, and I do not 
want you to go to Captain Winslow with any petty annoyances 
that may come up, for the captain can’t take your part while 
you are with the crew.” This was said for the captain’s bene- 
fit and I found out afterwards that father talked over the 
whole matter again the next day, with the captain, telling 
him to make it as disagreeable as he could for me, so that 
when I got home again I would be content to stay there. 

I left the captain’s house a happy boy. At last my dream 
was to be realized and I considered myself very fortunate in 
obtaining a situation so soon in the fastest schooner sailing 
out of Newport. 

The captain wanted me to report the following day and 
upon getting home my dear old mother, with tears in her 
eyes, helped me get my things together for the trip, giving 
me a little advice as she thought of some little article that 
would be of service to me and tucking it away in the corner 
of my sailor’s bag where she knew it would be found. It was 
in the wee small hours of the morning before I went to bed 
and what little sleep I got was interrupted by a very realistic 
dream that followed me through the night. One moment I 
was going aloft to shorten sail and the next I was crowding 
on sail while racing with the big three- and four-masters 
from Taunton,—only to awake and find it all a dream. 

The morning sun finally awakened me and I was up 
bright and early. There was no sleep for the rest of the 
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family and we had an early breakfast so that I. was ready 
long before the appointed hour. I was to meet Captain Wins- 
low at ten o’clock, at the landing on Swinbourn’s wharf, and 
half an hour before I bid my parents an affectionate fare- 
well. Shouldering my sailor’s bag, brother Will went with 
me to the wharf. It is needless to say how I got there, but I 
didn’t hire an express wagon. No! I proudly walked the 
streets to the wharf, for I felt like a sailor and wanted to act 
like one, carrying my bag as I had often seen others go 
aboard their ship. 

The Floyd was anchored in the bay, just northeast of the 
Torpedo Station, and was to have sent a boat ashore to meet 
us, but we could see the longboat under the quarter and 
knew they had not left the schooner. 

Captain Winslow was not far behind us and soon ap- 
peared. As he approached he said “Good morning” to us 
both and going to the end of the wharf, stood on the cap-log 
and immediately began waving his hat at the schooner. His 
signal was answered and soon we saw two sailors jump into 
the longboat and it wasn’t long before they were at the 
landing. 

The cook, who pulled one oar, came ashore to get some 
meat for dinner and the captain agreed to wait for him. I 
put my “dunnage” into the boat and the captain and I both 
got in to await the return of the cook. 

Captain Winslow was a typical Yankee skipper. He didn’t 
believe in spending any money for a launch to carry him back 
and forth to his schooner so long as he could use his long- 
boat. Blow high or blow low it was all the same to him. As 
he stepped into the boat he introduced me to the sailor. 

“Fred, this is Bill. Bill, Fred is goin’ aout with us on this 
trip as boy, d’ye understand? Anything he wants t’ know 
abaout th’ schoonah you c’n show him an’ I guess he’ll need 
a plenty of showin’.” 

I shook hands with Bill, who was a year or so older than I. 
He was tall and slim, with light hair, smoothly shaven, 
showing a tanned face from the tropics. I found out after- 
wards that he was a native of Barbados, W. I., and claimed 
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to be a son of the Governor living at Bridgetown. I asked 
him how long he had been on the schooner and he replied, 
“About two months.” As he didn’t seem inclined to carry on 
the conversation I took my seat on the after-thwart. 

That morning the wind was blowing pretty strong from 
the west. A large cat-rigged fishing boat took up all of the 
space at the head of the landing and our boat lay under the 
lee of the fishing boat, alongside of the landing, taking up 
the rest of the room. 

A whistle from a large steam launch entering the slip, 
caused us to look up. I read the name Dauntless on the bow, 
and knew she belonged to James Gordon Bennett, for I had 
seen the Dauntless, Madelene and Nimbus, all big schooner 
yachts of fame, anchored just out of Brenton’s Cove, a few 
days before. 

James Gordon Bennett, dressed in white flannels of naval 
cut, stood in the stern-sheets and waving his hand, shouted: 

“Get that boat out of there. We want to land!” 

I took up an oar and standing astride a thwart was about to 
shove the stern of our boat away from the landing, when 
Captain Winslow thundered out: 

“Drop that oar! Pl tell ye when t’ move this boat.” 

So astonished was I at receiving such an imperative com- 
mand from Captain Winslow, that I dropped the oar where 
I stood and the handle struck the captain across the knees and 
the knuckles of his left hand. I was so startled that I stood 
like one petrified, for I had never heard a voice in that tone 
addressed to me before. I forgot to apologize and probably 
would have gotten more had I attempted it. As it was, he 
reached down for the wooden bailer at his feet and the next 
thing I knew, I saw him in the act of throwing it at me. So 
sudden was his movement that I had no time to dodge, but 
turned halfway around and got the full force fairly in the 
most fleshy part of my anatomy. 

“You damn little fool!” said he. “If ye’re goin’ t’ be as 
clumsy as that aboard th’ schoonah, I don’t want ye ’round!” 

I turned to Bill, who was holding a turn of the painter 
around a cleat on the landing and shaking his sides, but not 
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laughing aloud, and saw from the expression of his face and 
the sneer from the curl of his mouth, that I'd get no sympa- 
thy from him; in fact, he looked disgusted. 

Realizing that I was “getting in bad,” I hung my head in 
shame and sat down on the thwart greatly humiliated. The 
blood rushed to my face and I sat there blushing like a 
schoolboy. Looking ashore, I caught my brother’s eye. He 
also seemed to enjoy the situation I was in and no doubt it 
reminded him of a similar incident on his first voyage at sea. 

In the meantime the launch was drawing nearer and I was 
brought to my senses by a second call from Bennett. 

“Move that longboat over to starboard and let me land! 
There’s plenty of room for us both!” 

“You go t’ hell, Gawd damn yer! You don’t own this 
wharf, nor th’ landin’. Go hunt another berth, for Pll b’ 
damned ef I’1l move my boat.” 

By this time the launch was almost upon us and although 
the engine was reversed the wind was bringing him in faster 
than he had figured. One of the sailors stood up in the bow 
with a boat-hook in his hand and so did Captain Winslow in 
our stern. 

“Tf you attempt t’ stick yer boat-hook into my boat, I'll 
break yer jaw!” said the captain. 

The way the launch was coming in there was nothing else 
left for the sailor to do; either he must stick his hook into 
our boat or have the launch smash into us. He arose to the 
occasion by putting his boat-hook against our gunwale and 
throwing his whole weight on the handle in an effort to stop 
the launch. Captain Winslow at once struck the sailor’s hook 
a mighty blow, breaking it in two, and the sailor, having all 
his weight on the hook, fell headfirst into the water and 
went completely out of sight. The launch passed over him 
and he came to the surface on the other side, where he was 
pulled in by his shipmates. Bill and I put our shoulders 
against the stem of the launch to stop her, but she hit us 
amidships and smashed through the gunwale, cutting a gap 
clear to our keel. 

Our boat began to fill and the captain began to curse at his 
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misfortune, calling Mr. Bennett all the pet names in the 
dictionary as he leaped ashore. I rescued my sailor’s bag 
before it got very wet and scrambled ashore after the cap- 
tain. Bill was already on the landing, having jumped just as 
the launch struck us. 

On the launch, two sailors were holding the man who fell 
overboard. He was as much excited as Captain Winslow. 
“Let me go, I tell you!” said the sailor. “I?ll punch his 
head!” “Keep quiet,” said his shipmates. “Don’t make a fool 
of yourself before Mr. Bennett. Shut your mouth!” and 
soon he was quieted. After the captain had ranted about the 
landing he finally asked: ““Who’s goin’ t’ pay fer this boat, 
I’d like t? know? Why didn’t ye take another landin’ when I 
told ye to? This is a hell of a way t’ come into a landin’.” 

“Why didn’t you get your boat out of the way when you 
saw us coming in?” replied Mr. Bennett. “This landing will 
accommodate three launches like this.” 

“By Gawd, I didn’t hev t’, I tell ye! Ye could hev taken 
airy one of th’ wharves above an’ ye wouldn’t hev smashed 
in my boat ef ye’d done it. What’ll ye dew abaout this dam- 
age? Goin’ t? pay me fer it?” 

“J do not think anyone is to blame but yourself, captain, 
and if you had moved your boat at first there would not 
have been an accident here.” 

“T want t’? know!” said the captain, with a sneer. “Ye 
don’t mean it naow, dew ye? Let me tell ye somethin’! 
Somebody is goin’ t’ pay fer this ’ere boat an’ it won’t be 
C. H. Winslow. Put that ’n yer pipe an’ smoke it!” 

“Now my good man, this is only a trifling matter and not 
worth mentioning. What do you consider the amount of 
damage done?” 

“Not worth mentionin’? Ye bet it is worth mentionin’! 
Haow d’ ye think I’m goin’ t’ git aboard my vessel in this 
boat? It’s clean knocked out of commission an’ past redem?- 
shun. Damn it! Don’tcha see I’ve got t’ sail for Philadelfy 
in th? mornin’? an’ another boat’ll cost me a hunder’d dol- 
farsh? 

“J think you are putting the figure a little high, captain. 
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If you will set a fair price on the damage done I will be will- 
ing to pay you what it is worth to have the boat repaired.” 

“Repaired, be damned! I’ve got t’ have a boat to-day t 
take my crew aboard the schoonah.” 

“Now, captain, I am willing to pay you for the damage 
done, but I will not buy you a new boat,” and taking a wallet 
from his inside pocket, Mr. Bennett opened it and showed it 
filled with bills. The captain upon seeing the money stopped 
talking and, stroking his beard, began to meditate. 

“Here is seventy-five dollars, captain. Your boat can prob- 
ably be repaired for half the amount and if you think you 
can be satisfied with the amount, take it and keep it.” 

Captain Winslow was a true Yankee and a trader by in- 
stinct and seeing his chance to make thirty-five dollars was 
not long in making up his mind to take it, but he didn’t like 
the idea of giving in too quickly and while wondering what 
next to say, Mr. Bennett again asked, “Will you be satisfied 
with this amount?” 

The question was right to the point and the captain an- 
swered, ‘“‘Wa’al mebbe so-o,” still hesitating and wondering 
how he could ask for more. But Mr. Bennett was satisfied 
and jumping from the launch to the landing he put the bills 
in the captain’s hand and without saying another word 
turned and walked up the wharf without looking to the right 
or left. 

There was a merry twinkle in the captain’s eye as he put 
the money in his pocket, for he knew he was being well paid 
for the damage to his boat, and telling us to await his return 
he followed Mr. Bennett up the wharf in search of another 
boat. Then the sailor who had received the ducking came to 
life again and called to the captain. 

“What are you running away for? You know damn well 
if you stayed here I’d punch your head. Come back and Dll 
put a tin ear on you! You dasent do it!” 

The captain paid no attention to him and his shipmates 
again succeeded in quieting the man as the captain moved out 
of sight. My brother came down to the landing to view the 
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wreck and I went over to where he was standing and said, 
“Not much of a longboat is it?” 

“Oh, that can be easily fixed! I see you have got a warm 
captain! What did you color up so for? Why, you looked 
like a Duxbury b’iled lobster, your face was so red. I’m 
afraid Cap’n Winslow will be a hard man to get along with, 
but never mind, Fred; I don’t think he is a man that will 
show partiality, so just remember that you are not the only 
pebble on the beach. What he will say and do to you, you'll 
find that he will do the same to all and you can console your- 
self with that idea.” 

These were words of comfort and I had occasion to think 
of them many times afterwards. 

The captain had been gone about half an hour when the 
cook appeared at the gangway above, saying: “Bring your 
oars an’ dunnage ’round t’ th’ next wharf. Th’ cap’n’s got a 
boat over there.” 

Bill took the oars and I shouldered my bag and we all 
walked around together. Bidding my brother good-bye, I 
followed the others into the boat and taking an oar helped 
pull back to the schooner. 

Not much of anything was said and on reviewing the inci- 
dent of the morning I was far from being in a jovial frame 
of mind; in fact, there was a lump in my throat that I could 
neither raise nor swallow and on reaching the schooner I 
seemed to have been forgotten. I sat in the boat thinking 
Bill would help me with my dunnage, but after making the 
painter fast in the boom-stopper bail in the rail, he vanished 
and I had to climb on deck and take an end of a rope and go 
over the side into the boat again and make it fast to my 
sailor’s bag and then go on deck again and pull it over the 
rail. After landing it the mate came up from the cabin and 
asked if the bag belonged to me, to which I answered, “Yes.” 

“Oh-h, I see! You’re th’ other man. What vessel didja 
leave?” 

“J have never been to sea, sir. Captain Winslow agreed to 
take me as boy on this trip,” I answered. 

“The hell, you say! Funny he didn’t say sunthin’ t’ me. 


16 Tue MakInc oF A SAILOR 


Hold on! I’ll go an’ see th’ cap’n,” and turning on his heel 
he walked aft while I took the rope off the bag and awaited 
his return. 

The mate was a man about forty-five years of age, six feet 
tall, of dark complexion and wore a heavy mustache. He was 
of the Nova Scotia type and hailed from Providence, Rhode 
Island, where he had lived for twenty years, sailing from 
that port in steamers and schooners. He was a thorough 
sailor, when fully aroused to the occasion, but was a little 
inclined to take things easy. He didn’t believe in working 
too hard and frequently said, “Never do to-day what you 
can do to-morrow.” Consequently the schooner was not al- 
ways looking as neat as the captain could wish. It didn’t seem 
to me that the mate had hardly got inside of the cabin before 
he appeared again and called: 

“Hey you! Come aft! Th’ cap’n wantscha.” 

I went into the cabin, which was entered from the after 
end of the house, through a companionway directly in front 
of the wheel and leading directly into the cabin below. The 
captain’s bunk ran fore-and-aft, on the starboard side, and 
the mate’s bunk was across the room on the port side. There 
was no partition in the cabin and in the center of the room 
was a common dining table spread with a checkered red and 
white table cloth. The accustomed bench in front of the 
bunks was covered with red plush cushions. In the forward 
end the captain had his desk, where he was seated when I 
entered. I stood with my hat in hand, waiting for him to 
speak. He opened first one drawer and then another as if he 
were looking for something. Finally he wheeled around in 
his chair and spread out a large sheet of paper on his desk 
which proved to be the ship’s paper. 

“Here, sign yer name on this line! I told yer father that 
I’d pay ye ten dollars per month, but I don’t believe yer 
worth it. There are plenty of boys that’ll take yer place for 
less an’ ef yer wants t’ sign for eight dollars th’ job’s yourn. 
Otherwise ye can go ashore.” 

I bit my lip and said nothing, signing the paper as he 
directed. While I was greatly disappointed at the turn of 
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affairs, yet I would have signed for a dollar a month had he 
asked it, for it was too late to back down then. I felt that I 
was worth more, but was in no position to demand it and so 
left the cabin. The mate told me to take my dunnage into 
the fo’c’sle and I saw by his looks that he, too, was disap- 
pointed in me and taking my bag under my arm I walked 
forward feeling more like crying than anything else as I 
went below in the forecastle. 


CHAPTER II 
LEARNING THE ROPES 


Sees forecastle was just abaft the foremast and instead 
of its being a house, such as most of the modern schoon- 
ers have, the deck was raised from the foremast, aft, about 
fifteen feet and flush with the rail. The galley, on the port, 
and the forecastle, on the starboard side, extended below the 
deck to the between-deck beams, which gave us plenty of 
room. We entered below, through a double-companionway 
with sliding hatch overhead for each and separated by a soft- 
pine partition, running fore and aft, made of inch ceiling 
boards which had dried out so much in places that one could 
see what was going on in the galley, and when things were 
cooking on the stove we got the full benefit of the odor as 
well as the smoke which percolated through on its way across 
the bunks and up the companionway to the air above. 

It had just struck eight bells as I went into the forecastle 
and the cook, having started his fire afresh, was warming up 
stew and hash for dinner. It was a kind of greasy smell that 
greeted me as I went below. In a way it wasn’t new to me for 
I had been in almost every galley and forecastle of the 
regular schooners running into Newport, and from listening 
to the stories at home, of forecastles my brothers had been 
in, I took it for granted that this one was all right. 

The forecastle was about eight by ten feet in size. There 
were two bunks, one above the other, on the partition next 
to the galley and two bunks, one above the other, running 
athwartships on the bulkhead, forward. Bill was lying down 
in the lower thwartship bunk, smoking a clay pipe. I had 
been fully instructed never to take a bunk running athwart- 
ships, if I could help it, and so wondered why Bill had taken 
one of this kind, for any sailor with any experience whatever 
knows how inconvenient they are when the vessel is running 
before the wind, in a heavy sea, for when the vessel rolls, 
one minute you are on your feet and the next you are stand- 
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ing on your head. So putting the bag down and making a 
survey of things I asked, 

“Which bunk shall I take, Bill?” 

“Take that one over there,” pointing to one of the fore- 
and-aft bunks. “I don’t want you over my head,” said he, 
without looking up. He had acted rather strangely in the 
longboat and I tried to make myself believe it was his man- 
ner towards a new acquaintance, so untying the lanyard from 
the neck of my bag, I proceeded to unpack. The odor from 
the galley reminded me it would soon be dinner time, so I 
ventured to ask another question. 

“What time do we have dinner, Bill?” 

“Oh-h, go ask the cook.” 

This was said in an irritating manner and not liking it I 
turned and looked him in the face and said: “What have 
you got against me, Bill? You have scarcely answered a civil 
question to-day.” 

“Well, if you want to know, [1] tell you, damned quick! 
Youw’re coming here to take the place of a man and you are 
nothing but a boy, robbing a good sailor of his job. There 
are only five men aboard this schooner. The captain, mate, 
cook, myself and you. We ought to have seven and instead 
of getting two more sailors—what do you know about a 
schooner anyway?” 

“T can learn, can’t I? Didn’t you start as boy when you 
first went to sea?” I asked. 

“Yes, but my case was different. There were plenty of 
men to do the work when I started. This schooner is short- 
handed. Do you see those extra bunks? This schooner used 
to carry two more men, but the captain is so stingy and mean 
he wants to pay for the ship on every trip. He’s so stingy he 
won’t buy mooring lines and we haven’t enough to tie her 
up at the wharf, so he anchors out here to save wharfage and 
lines. When we’re out to sea he carries on till the last minute 
and when he has to shorten sail, believe me, boy! you’ll have 
to work some or I miss my guess. Hell! I’m going to leave 
her!” 

Just then the cook called out, “Dinner, boys!” and Bill 
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said, “You go and get it,” addressing me for the first time 
voluntarily. 

I knew most of the duties of a boy aboard ship and went 
to the galley as ordered, but I didn’t like Bill’s manner and 
reasoned he might have gone with me on my first trip; on 
the other hand, I didn’t expect him to. Our dinner was 
warmed-over stew, potatoes, onions, dry hash and a pot of 
coffee. I had to make three trips before I got it all for 1 was 
new at the business. I set it down on the bench in front of 
Bill’s bunk and he immediately sat on the other end and 
began to eat. There was no table in the forecastle and only 
one bench so I stood up and helped myself and sat down on 
the edge of my bunk to eat. Bill had a flying start on me and 
was nearly finished before I began. Neither of us volun- 
teered a conversation before he had finished, and, lighting 
his pipe, he said, “Boy, when you are through, take these 
dishes to the galley,” and then rolling into his bunk, he 
picked up a magazine and began to read without paying any 
attention to me whatever. 

I carried the dishes into the galley and came back and was 
busy fixing up my bunk until the mate called us at two bells 
(one o’clock). Going on deck I began my first work as a 
sailor. 

“Here, boy,” said Mr. Cardiff, the mate. “Connect this 
hose to the handpump and we’ll wash her down.” After I 
had made the connection I stuck the suction hose out of the 
side mooring chock into the water below and sang out, “All 
ready, sir!” I think he was surprised that I knew how to do 
it, but I had seen them wash down decks on other schooners 
and although I had never done it I knew how it was done. 
The mate looked over the side to see if everything was all 
right and being apparently satisfied said, “Heave away.” 

I worked the pump-brakes back and forth several times, 
but could bring no water. Bill was on the forecastle-head, 
with a broom, and the mate held the nozzle of the hose wait- 
ing for the water to come through. Finally I stopped heav- 
ing and looked around for a bucket of water, but there was 
none in sight. 
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““What’s th’ matter, there? Heave away, boy,” said the 
mate. 

“She’s pretty dry, I guess! Wait till I get some water to 
pour on the valve,” I said. The mate dropped the hose and 
came aft, and, looking over the pump, which was connected 
up all right, sang out to Bill, “Git a draw-bucket from under 
th’ fo’c’sle-head an’ bring some water here.” 

Bill got the bucket and standing on the rail, abaft the fore 
rigging, lowered the bucket over the side without making 
the bucket-rope fast. The schooner was light and the bucket- 
rope was not long enough to reach the water and as the rope 
slipped through his hands he paid no attention to the length 
of the rope and before he knew it the end went through his 
hands and the bucket dropped into the water. 

“Naow, you’ve played hell, haven’t ye?” said the mate. 

“Get me a boat-hook!” said Bill, as he stood there watch- 
ing the bucket drift along the side from the force of the 
wind. I didn’t know where there was a boat-hook, except the 
one in the longboat on the other side. I stood by the main 
rigging, under the fore boom, which had been swung over to 
starboard, the sheet being made fast to a pin in the rail beside 
me. Throwing the coil over the side, I jumped over the rail 
and slid down the rope to the water and as the bucket drifted 
to me I put out my foot and caught the bail and drew up the 
bucket-rope and made it fast to the fore sheet. Then bracing 
my feet against the side of the schooner I walked up the 
side, pulling myself up hand-over-hand to the rail above and 
then drew up the bucket. There wasn’t enough water in the 
bucket to wet the pump, so I bent the bucket-rope to the end 
of the fore sheet and dipped up a full bucket. 

The mate took it from me and I coiled the sheet up again 
on the pin and by the time I finished the mate had the pump 
working all right. I was kept pumping for two hours and 
thought my back would break before the deck was finished. 
Bill was kept busy with the broom, scrubbing the coal dust 
from the deck and the paint work about the stanchions, and 
I think I must have lowered the water in the bay from the 
amount that passed through that pump. The mate used 
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plenty of it and I kept the stream running, wondering all the 
time if anyone would ever relieve me. While standing on 
the plank of the pump, working the handles back and forth, 
all alone, I began to ponder and came to the conclusion that 
the captain would certainly watch every move I made for 
some time to come, for it was quite evident that he was none 
too well pleased with his new boy. The mate, no doubt, was 
of the same opinion, for I was a green hand taking a sailor’s 
place and no doubt that was why he was making me stay at 
the pump so long. 

Bill had shown what he thought of me, during the dinner 
hour, by telling me to my face I wouldn’t do, and I remem- 
bered that he was talking to the cook as I hoisted my dun- 
nage aboard, showing conclusively that he had told him all 
about the incident in the longboat when I dropped the oar 
on the captain’s hand, for the cook had said nothing to me 
when I went after the dinner. This resolved itself into one 
grand total, that all hands, including the cook, were taking 
me to be a “Joskin,” for their manner showed it. What was 
I to do? Quit? Not by a dog-goned sight! I then thought of 
the royal yard, at home, in the attic. Did they shake me off? 
No! They couldn’t do it, and [ll live to show these 
schooner-sailors that I?ll make good on this trip. 

I was getting warm, and the sweat fairly rolled down my 
face. Pretty soon the mate came near and there was a quiet 
smile on his face. 

““What’s th’? matter, boy? Ye look warm,” he said. “Wa’al, 
it’s good fer ye! Good fer ye!” I ventured to say, “It’s a 
pretty warm day, I guess,” and wiped my face with my 
sleeve. He said nothing more, but took the hose aft on the 
poop. Bill helped by keeping it free from kinks. While they 
were washing the deck, back of the cabin, I could catch a 
word now and then from their conversation. “Sticks to it 
pretty well,—do outside,—blow—plenty to do,”—so I 
knew they were talking about me and evidently the mate 
was wondering what they were going to do when outside in 
a blow. I shut my mouth and grinding my teeth said, half- 
aloud: “I?ll fool you all. I won’t be sick. I can’t afford to be 
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sick,” and pumped till I had raised several blisters on my 
hands. I thought they never would finish with the hose; but 
everything has an end and at last came the welcome order, 
“That’ll do th’ pump, boy.” 

What a relief to my poor, soft hands. I stood away from 
the pump and, taking off my hat, wiped my face and head 
with my handkerchief and looked at my hands, which were 
beginning to smart, for the skin was off in several places. 
The mate was evidently watching me for he said: “Take this 
swab and go over all the white paint work. Draw yourself a 
bucket of water an’ begin with th’ stanchions an’ taffrail. 
When that’s done, go over th’? mouldin’s on th’ cabin. It?ll 
soften yer hands. That’ll keep ye busy till four bells” (six 
o’clock). So saying, he took Bill forward where they were 
busy the rest of the afternoon. 

I was glad to be left alone and glad to get a change of 
work. Although awkward with the bucket and swab, yet I 
made pretty good headway towards the last and when four 
bells struck I had only one side of the cabin to do. The mate 
looked over my work and found no fault with it, but he said, 
“T guess you’d better stay with it till ye finish, for we won’t 
have eny time in th’ mornin’,” and leaving me alone he dis- 
appeared in the cabin. 

It took me about half an hour to finish the cabin and after 
wringing out the swab and rinsing out the bucket, I took 
them forward under the forecastle-head. When I came out, 
the cook, who was watching me, asked: “Are ye through? If 
so, carry the supper into th’ fo’c’sle.” 

He gave us a nice supper of steak and onions, vegetables 
and hot biscuits and a pot of tea. My afternoon’s work cer- 
tainly gave me a good appetite and I ate a heavy meal. Bill 
said nothing to me as usual and finishing his supper he 
lighted his pipe and threw himself into his bunk. 

“When you’re through, boy,” he said, “take the dishes 
into the galley and come back and clean up the fo’c’sle.” 

The forecastle certainly needed it for it was very dirty 
and after taking away the dishes I looked around for the 
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broom and dust pan. Not seeing any in the forecastle I asked, 
“Where do you keep the broom and dust pan?” 

“(Where do you suppose we keep em?” he answered. 

I had never been told just where they were kept so I 
looked in all the corners and even in the bunks. 

“What in hell are you looking for?” said Bill, with a 
sneer. 

““Why-y, I can’t find the broom.” 

“You don’t suppose youw’re going to find it in my bunk, do 
you? Go get the deck-broom under the fo’c’sle deck!” he 
ordered, in a disgusted tone of voice. 

I went, as directed, and found the broom, but failed to 
discover anything that looked like a dust pan, and so came 
back and gave the forecastle a thorough sweeping, removing 
the rubber boots, shoes and slippers from the floor and put- 
ting them in the spare bunk over mine and sweeping the old 
newspapers, sticks, etc., in a heap ready to carry out. 

“Fave you seen the dust pan?” I asked Bill. “I don’t see 
it under the forecastle deck.” 

“You little dumb-head! It’s a wonder you don’t ask for a 
carpet-sweeper. Go get a shovel!” 

I obeyed like a whipped cur and after getting the shovel 
swept it full of papers, etc., and started for the companion- 
way where I hit the casing of the door with the corner of the 
shovel and spilled most of my load on the steps and the deck 
below. 

“Where do you think you are? In a barn? Why didn’t 
you bring a pitchfork from the farm along with you? You’d 
be more handy with it,” said Bill. 

“Well, that was clumsy in me, wasn’t it? Pll sweep it up 
though,” said I. 

“Clumsy! Why that’s your name,” said Bill, with a laugh. 
“Ffello, Clumsy! That’s a good name for you. I guess I’ll 
call you by that name.” 

I tried to take it as a joke and laughed with him over it; 
but it was not a hearty laugh, for he gave me a look as much 
as to say, “It’s no laughing matter for you, boy.” I finished 
the sweeping in silence and as the forecastle seemed a little 


LEARNING THE Ropes a5 


close, I went on deck for some fresh air, but principally to 
get away from Bill. Here I walked the deck as I had seen 
others do and wondered if they all walked because of an 
uneasy mind. Finally, I got interested in the running rig- 
ging. Captain Winslow said I could ask Bill for anything I 
wanted to know about the schooner. “Will I ask him? I 
should say nor!” I began to pull first on one and then an- 
other rope to see where it led to so that I might become fa- 
miliar with the working of the vessel. The twilight had 
begun to settle down when Bill put his head out of the fore- 
castle and called, “Here, Clumsy, come and light the fo’- 
c’sle lamp.” 

I said to myself: “I wonder if that’s my work? I guess it 
is all right for I’m the boy”; and answered him: “All right! 
Have you got a match? I haven’t.” 

He handed me a match as I passed him, taking good care 
not to give me any more room than the law allowed. In fact 
he didn’t budge as I squeezed by. 

“The next time, don’t ask me,” he said. “You'll find 
matches in the matchbox behind the stove. When it’s empty, 
go to the cook and fill it and see that you keep plenty of 
matches in it.” 

This was rubbing it in a-little too strong. If he had been 
five or ten years older, I suppose I should have thought 
nothing of it, but such talk from him and he only a few 
months my senior and a sailor living and eating in the fore- 
castle with me, I must confess it went against the grain and 
the blood rushed through my veins to a fever heat when I 
saw that he was using me as a lackey. I tried to forget it, 
realizing that I was only the boy and in order to get along 
with him I must take a certain amount of his abuse. 

Striking the match and taking off the chimney, which 
looked as though it had never been cleaned, I found the 
lamp empty. Instead of asking where the oil was kept, I 
took out the lamp and carried it to the cook. 

““What’s th’? matter? Lamp dry?” asked the cook. “Gee! 
You’ll have t? git another lamp t’ see this by. Here, take a 
dipper o’ water from th’ kettle and pour it in yer hand- 
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basin. Put plenty o’ soap in th’ water an’ rench it aout well,” 
after which he filled the lamp from his oil can. 

Thanking the cook I explained that this was my first voy- 
age and hoped that I wouldn’t have to bother him so much 
after I had “learned the ropes.” 

While I was lighting the lamp for Bill, the mate came 
forward and looking into the forecastle said, “When ye git 
through with that lamp, come on deck an’ we’ll put up th’ 
ridin’-light.” Going on deck he showed me where the side- 
lights were kept and bringing out the riding-lght explained 
that it would be my duty to keep the lights filled and 
trimmed. 

“Now, Dll show ye haow to make the lamp fast in th’ 
riggin’,” and taking the lanyard in his hand and making it 
fast to the shroud he asked if I knew the name of the knot 
he used. 

Yes, sir! said 1 “That's arollin initchsie2 

“Faow didja know it was a rollin’ hitch? Thought ye said 
ye had never been t’ sea.” 

“So I did, sir! But my brothers are all sailors and they 
taught me most of the knots and splices at home.” 

“Cantye splicea rope?” 

SY esysir:” 

“T want t? know! Can ye make th’ ridin’-light fast in th’ 
riggin’??” 

“T think I can, sir,” and taking the lamp by the lanyard, I 
went up the rigging about fifteen feet, letting the lamp hang 
down far enough so that the heat from the flame of the wick 
couldn’t set fire to the hemp rigging. All of which had been 
taught me at home. As I came down the ratlines to the sheer 
pole, he said, “That’s all right,” and walked aft. 

The cook was sitting on the door-sill of the galley, with 
his feet on deck, smoking a corn-cob pipe in an effort to cool 
off in the evening breeze. As I jumped down on deck to go 
below, he spoke to me. 

“This ’ere air feels awful good t’? me after bein’ in that 
hot galley. Say! Ain’t yer father th’ preacher at Thames 
Street Church?” 
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es, 21 said. 

“I was introduced to yer brother Wiley up at th’ maarket 
some little time ago. He’s been t? sea ha’n’t he? Understand 
he went a-whalin’ wunst. Is that so?” said he. 

“Yes, he was on the brigantine Lizzie J. Bigelow of Prov- 
incetown. A regular hell ship, he said. Do you know my 
brother Will? He’s just in from the West Indies and was on 
the bark Neptune of Boston.”* 

“‘No-o, I never met him. Haow many brothers hev ye 
got?” And so we talked. It was nearly nine o’clock before he 
went below and in leaving me said: “I guess [’l] turn in for 
I’ve got t’ git up at one bell (4.30) in th’ mornin’ t’ git youse 
fellers yer coffee. Ye know we’ve got t’ heave up anchor 
first thing.” 

I began to feel a little more comfortable than I had and 
was glad that the cook had shown a disposition to be friendly, 
for it had been drilled into me that I must keep on the good 
side of the cook unless I wanted to go hungry. Soon after 
being left alone I decided to follow his example and went 
below and was about half undressed when the mate called 
from above: 

“Weve got t’ keep anchor watch to-night, boys. Who’s 
got th’ first watch?” 

“T have,” said Bill. 

“Why in hell don’t ye keep it then?” 

“I’ve just come down to get some tobacco.” 

“Took hea’, Bill! When ye lie, lie so ye won’t git caught. 
Whatcha think I’ve been a-doin’ of all this time? Asleep, an’ 
snorin’?? No! by Gawd! When ye come on deck, I wantcha t’ 
stay on deck, an’ ef I ketch ye goin’ b’low ag’in I’ make ye 
stand anchor watch in th’ proper way. You’re worse than an 


* The bark Neptune, 493 tons, was built at Portsmouth, N. H., in 
1870. She was sold to Portuguese owners, at Lisbon, in January, 1897. In 
1874 my brother was in the bark Hazard of Salem. She carried a main 
skysail and was a fast vessel having been in the slave trade at one time. 
Will told me the ring-bolts, in the between-decks, to which the slaves 
were shackled, were still in her. She was lost on Old Man’s Shoal, off 
Nantucket, February 14, 1881, and carried seven of the crew down with 


her. 
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old sailor! The easier I make it fer ye th’ more, ye want t’ 
rub it in. I don’t have t’ split th’ anchor watch if we are short- 
handed: 7a 

Bill went up on deck and the mate gave me instructions 
regarding my duties in which he said it was very important, 
above all things, to keep awake while on duty and look out 
for river pirates who might come alongside during the night, 
in a rowboat, and steal all the running rigging on the pinrail. 
If it came up foggy, I must ring the ship’s bell every half- 
minute or so, and also strike the bells every half-hour, to 
give the time through the night; and if I had any trouble 
I must call him, explaining that I could always find him in 
his “room,” which was the first bunk on the port side as I 
went into the cabin. After assuring me I would have no 
trouble with the vessel on account of the fine weather he left 
as abruptly as he came. 

To those unfamiliar with the working of sailing vessels, 
a few words of description will not be amiss here. 

The anchor watch is kept on larger vessels, by one man, 
through the night, and is usually from 8 p.m. to 6 a.m. On 
the Floyd there were only two men before the mast and it 
was the custom to divide the watch between them. One man 
was on deck from 8 p.m. till 12 (midnight), when he called 
the other and the second man kept the watch till 6 a.m. 

During the day the mate took care of the vessel, but if 
there was any work to be done both men were on deck. 

When at sea, the watch is divided into the starboard and 
port watches. The captain takes the starboard and the mate 
the port, each taking a man, except the cook, who stands no 
watch, but has all night in. In addition to his duties as cook 
he is called upon to man the windlass or to help shorten sail, 
if his services are actually needed. As Bill was in the star- 
board watch I was taken in the mate’s, or port watch. These 
watches were of four hours duration, beginning at 8 p.m. 
and changing at 12 (midnight), 4 a.M., 8 a.m., 12 (noon) 
and 4 P.M. 

From 4 p.m. to 6 p.m. and from 6 P.M. to 8 P.M., are two 
short watches called dogwatches. This is necessary in order 
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to change the watches into seven out of the twenty-four 
hours, instead of six. Otherwise, if the mate took the port 
watch, from 8 p.m. to 12 (midnight), he would have those 
same hours every night; but by instituting the dogwatch it 
shifts the watch every night. Not much of any work is done 
in the dogwatches, as a rule, but in the morning watch, from 
4 A.M. to 8 a.M., the men are turned to at 6 a.m., beginning 
the day’s work by washing down the decks, which generally 
takes till seven bells (7.30) when the watch below is called 
for breakfast, and at eight bells (8 a.m.) they come on deck 
and the morning watch goes to breakfast and sleeps till noon. 

The hour at sea is not spoken of as half-past eight, or nine 
o’clock, but instead, the time is denoted every half-hour by 
tapping the ship’s bell, which is a stationary bell hung on a 
frame or harp. From the clapper hangs a neat lanyard of 
square or round sinnet, worked in white cotton cord and 
about six inches long, by which the man striking the hour 
grasps and pulls the clapper against the side of the bell with 
a sharp jerk. One tap for the first half-hour, two taps for the 
second and so on until eight bells have been struck. This ends 
the watch and with the beginning of the new watch the first 
half-hour is marked by one bell again, thus: 


8.30 P.M. strike one bell: Ding. 
9.00 P.M. strike two bells: Ding-ding. 
9.30 P.M. strike three bells: Ding-ding, ding. 
10.00 p.m. strike four bells: Ding-ding, ding-ding. 
10.30 P.M. strike five bells: Ding-ding, ding-ding, ding. 
11.00 P.M. strike six bells: Ding-ding, ding-ding, ding-ding. 
11.30 P.M. strike seven bells: Ding-ding, ding-ding, ding-ding, ding. 
12.00 P.M. strike eight bells: Ding-ding, ding-ding, ding-ding, ding-ding. 


Sailing vessels usually have two stationary bells. The 
smaller one is just abaft the wheel and fastened to the wheel 
box, while forward, fastened to the beam at the break of the 
forecastle-head, amidships, is a larger one. 

The ship’s clock also strikes the bells and it is placed where 
the man at the wheel can see and hear it. It usually hangs 
in the companionway leading into the cabin. The helmsman 
watching the time, upon hearing the clock strike, repeats the 
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number of bells by striking them on the small bell behind 
him. Then, any member of the crew who is near the large 
bell, forward, immediately taps the same number on the 
larger bell. In big ships, where a lot of discipline is dis- 
played, these bells are answered by the lookout who sings 
out, according to the number of bells struck: “Three bells, 
and all is well. Lights burning bright, sir!” 

Jack, in the forecastle, never asks, ‘““What time is it?” but, 
“How many bells have gone?” If, on turning in at midnight, 
he is awakened and hears the big bell strike one, he knows 
at once that it is only 12.30 a.m. 

During my first night aboard I think I heard every bell, 
because it was a strange sound and my quarters were not like 
my own spring-bed at home. I hardly got asleep before Bill 
called me. It was fifteen minutes ahead of time and I was on 
deck before he struck eight bells. 

Nothing occurred to break the monotony of the night 
watch and it is needless to say I kept awake. Had there been 
a sparrow alight on the jib-boom-end I think I would have 
known it, so impressed was I with the importance of my 
duties as a sailor keeping anchor watch. 

I heard the cook’s alarm clock at one bell (4.30 a.m.) and 
he was soon stirring around building a fire. At two bells he 
called us for coffee. 

It is a custom aboard sailing vessels to serve a pot of coffee 
before the men go to work. Some vessels serve it a half-hour 
before turning to. On coasters, the coffee is served with 
sugar, but on deep-water vessels, black strap, or molasses, is 
boiled in the coffee and it is surprising how one learns to like 
it and if the cook is not as generous some mornings as others, 
old Jack is there with a kick just the same. No bread or meat 
is served with the morning coffee, but there is always plenty 
of sea-biscuit, z.e., pilot-bread, in the bread barge, which is 
a square box about 12 x 18 inches long, in a handy place in 
the forecastle. 

At three bells (5.30 a.M.), the mate came forward, say- 
ing, “All hands heave up anchor.” The Floyd didn’t have a 
patent windlass. It was the old-style, wooden barrel, under 
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the forecastle-head, which was worked above by shipping 
the windlass-brakes into the brake-beams and heaving up and 
down by hand. 

There were two windlass-brakes or bars. Each bar was 
fitted with a wooden handle, not unlike the handles on a 
hand-car on the railroad, and they worked the same way, 
only the windlass didn’t turn as fast. 

Bill and the cook took one side and the mate and I worked 
the other, the mate keeping watch of the chain as we hove in 
the slack. When the chain was up and down or right over the 
anchor, ready to break it out from the bottom, he sang out to 
the captain, who was walking the poop, “Chain short, sir!” 

“All right! Get th’ mains’l on her, Mr. Cardiff.” 

“Aye, aye, sir! That?ll do th’ windlass, boys,” said the 
mate, and taking us aft, the captain having already taken the 
gaskets from the sail, we proceeded to hoist it. The mate, 
having a deep voice, started to sing out, “You-hay-yah, 
O-ho-you,” etc., as we hoisted now the throat and then the 
peak halliards, until we raised the sail as far as we could. I 
entered into the spirit of it with all my energy, pulling upon 
the halliards with all my strength. By the time we went to 
the jig-halliards, the blisters on my hands from the pumping 
of the day before had broken and when I took a turn under 
the bull-cleat and over the pin, and grasped the halliards, 
holding on with my feet braced, as the mate and Bill swayed 
off, the skin rolled back in the palms of my hands. It was all 
I could do to hold the turn, the pain was so great, and when 
the sail was finally set there were one or two patches of skin 
off from the inside of my hands, showing signs of bleeding; 
but I stuck to it and was glad when the mate finally said, 
“Belay!” 

“Fist the fo’s’l, Mr. Cardiff,” said the captain, and we 
went through the same proceedings with more misery for 
me. The wind was blowing lightly from the northwest and 
after setting the foresail the captain said, 

“Break out th’ jibs, Mr. Cardiff.” 

“Break out th’ jibs, sir,” repeated the mate, and turning 
to me said: “Boy, git aout on th’ jib-boom an’ take th’ gaskets 
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off’n th’ jib an’ jib-tops’l. Do ye know what the:gasket is?” 
I saw Bill laugh and wink at the mate as I turned and an- 
swered, “Yes, sir.” 

“Very well! Let’s see haow quick ye c’n do it.” 

It was smooth water and I had climbed all over schooners, 
out to the jib-boom-end and to the truck of the masts, so I 
knew how to get out. 

Bill’s sneering laugh made the blood run again to my face 
as I jumped over the bow and worked myself out on the 
foot-ropes. I must confess that I didn’t break any records 
while taking the gaskets off or making them up, but I did 
the job and was back on the t’gallant fo’c’sle deck by the 
time the jibs were up. Then we went back to the windlass 
and soon broke out the anchor, when the mate called to the 
captain, “Anchor’s aweigh, sir!” while we kept on heaving 
away until the stock of the anchor was out of water and up 
to the hawse-pipe before he gave the order, “Avast heav- 
ing.” 

We scarcely drifted in the light breeze and the mate 
pulled the jib to starboard, which swung the bow to port, 
and we finally gathered headway, with the captain at the 
wheel, and slowly made our way to the southward of Goat 
Island. Hooking the pendant of the fish-tackle into the ring 
of the anchor and taking the fall to the capstan, we had it 
cat-headed as we were off the Beacon. I watched every move 
Bill made in going down the chain to hook the pendant into 
the ring of the anchor, for the chain was foul of the stock, 
and by the time the anchor was fished and the flukes over the 
rail, where we secured it with the shank painter, I knew I 
could do the work as well as Bill. 

As we rounded the bell buoy off Fort Adams, the captain’s 
voice rang out again, “Set th’ tops’ls, Mr. Cardiff.” 

“Set th’ tops’ls, sir,” repeated the mate. “Boy, jump aloft 
an’ shake out th’ fore tops’ls. Do ye think ye c’n do it?” 

“T think I can, sir,” I replied, and jumped into the fore- 
rigging, while Bill was sent up the main. He was on the 
cross-trees before I reached the futtock-shrouds. I had seen 
gaff-topsails set on the yachts in the harbor and while I had 
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never been aloft to loose one, yet I had been thoroughly 
drilled in the work and knew that the foot of the sail must 
go to leeward of the peak halliards and that the tack must 
trim down on the weather side of the jaws of the gaff. I re- 
hearsed this in my mind as I went aloft and was thankful for 
a light wind and smooth water on my first trip aloft; besides, 
the topsails had been furled on the port side and as we were 
on the starboard tack all I had to do was to unhook the sheet 
from the throat-halliard block and fasten it to the clew of 
the gaft-topsail. Some schooners do not unhook the sheet 
while lowering the gaff of the foresail or mainsail, but Cap- 
tain Winslow took advantage of anything that would save a 
rope-yarn and didn’t propose to have his gaff-topsail sheets 
worn out by sawing them through the sheave in the gaff-end. 

I watched Bill, at the main, to see whether he took the 
gasket off before picking up the sheet and was relieved to 
see him go down to the jaws of the gaff and so I followed 
suit. Instead of finding sister-hooks in the end of the sheet, 
as I had been instructed, I found the end was fitted with a 
bight which was tucked through a ring and slipped over a 
double “wall and crown.” It puzzled me at first, but by fol- 
lowing the rope out to the end of the gaff, with my eye, and 
pulling on it, I found it to be the rope I was after. 

Getting back to the cross-trees I was again puzzled to find 
the clew of the sail, for it had been covered up. Looking 
across to the main, they were hoisting the topsail already, 
and I had started up the rigging first. Then I began to sweat 
blood, as it were. I was afraid to take off the gasket for fear 
the sail would blow out and get away from me. “What will 
I do?” I said to myself. Finally it dawned on me that there 
was only a light breeze blowing and I could easily pick up 
the sail if it did blow out, and making fast the sheet to the 
shrouds I took several turns off the sail being careful not to 
take the gasket entirely off. Then I went back to the sail 
again and followed the leech down to the clew to make sure 
everything was clear. This took a lot of time, for, believe 
me, I took no chances of falling and hung on like a leech. 
Just as I slipped the bight through the clew and over the 
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knot, the mate called out: “Well, what’s th’ matter with ye 
up there? Goin’ t’ sleep? How much more time d’ ye want?” 

I looked again at the main and saw that the sail had al- 
ready been set and Bill was making his way down the rigging 
and was nearly to the sheer pole and I had not yet taken the 
gasket entirely off the sail. I moved with caution, sweating 
great beads of perspiration, and when I took off the last turn, 
the sail rolled out and the breeze filled it out in front of me 
like a big balloon. “What if the sheet is foul?” I asked my- 
self, getting away from the sail and grasping the topmast 
shrouds. 

“Are ye ready up there?” called the mate, and with fear 
and trembling I answered, “All ready, sir. Hoist away.” 

Fold after fold shook out as the mast-hoops slipped up 
the mast. The halliard running through the block above was 
music to my soul as I saw the sail being stretched and when 
at last they began to sheet home I saw for the first time that 
everything was clear. Oh, joy! What a sense of relief! And 
as it was my first attempt it was indeed gratifying. 

I felt the schooner heel over under the new stretch of 
canvas and surveying the topsail just set, I thought it the 
finest-setting sail I had ever looked at. The wind was getting 
stronger as we sailed down past the Dumplings and holding 
firmly to the topmast shrouds, I gazed about, looking at the 
main topsail and then down at the wake of the vessel just 
beginning to show white as the schooner gathered headway, 
with Captain Winslow at the wheel. Looking over the land, 
I saw Fort Adams as I had never seen it before. Then look- 
ing ahead, I saw the deep blue sea in the distance, dotted 
here and there with sails shining brightly in the morning 
sun. Castle Hill was off the lee bow and right ahead was a 
big four-master, bound in, scarcely a half-mile distant, with 
everything set and drawing finely with her beam wind and 
standing as straight as a major, for she was loaded down to 
the scuppers. Looking below, the jibs were spreading out 
like the tips of huge sea gull’s wings fluttering over the 
water, bearing us on to the approaching schooner. The little 
streak of white foam, showing at her bow, was like the 
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pearly white teeth of a maiden’s mouth. It was good to look 
at and certainly a beautiful sight. Beyond was the blue sea 
and soon I would be with the other schooners, riding the 
long swell of the ocean, and I wondered how it would affect 
me on a large schooner like the Floyd. 

When fourteen years old I had made a trip as passenger 
on the old side-wheeler /sland Home, from New Bedford 
to Nantucket, where many were seasick, but I hadn’t been 
affected by the roll of the steamer. I had caught tautog in 
my sailboat, off Brenton’s Reef where the ground swell was 
pretty high, and had caught blue-fish while sailing in a stiff 
breeze between Castle Hill and Hull’s Cove, also in the 
ocean swell; but this little “outside” experience was as noth- 
ing to what I was about to enter and so I wondered what 
effect the rolling of the schooner would have on me while 
rounding Point Judith. The wind was off-shore so I knew 
there would not be much of a swell, but if I should be sick 
there would be no living with Bill. 

All this flashed across my mind in a second and gritting 
my teeth I said, half aloud: “No sir! I won’t give in to it! 
I?ll show you all that I am worth more than eight dollars 
per month,” and taking a last look at the surroundings, I sat 
on the cross-trees and swung my feet to the ratlines below. 
By the time I reached deck, the four-master was off our lee 
bow and I read the name P. F’. Butman on her bow. She was 
a new ship, so the mate said, and one of the fastest on the 
coast. She certainly looked like a huge yacht, with her bright 
spars and sails and it seemed a shame to load such a fine 
vessel, down to her scuppers, with a big deck-load of dirty 
coal. In those days, American vessels were not marked with 
Lloyd’s, Bureau Veritas or American Bureau of Shipping 
Plimsoll marks and the skippers in the coal trade often 
loaded their vessels to the sheer streaks. 

I have seen many a schooner come in with her decks awash 
while making fast to the coal bunkers, and the Butman was 
one of them. She looked like a rail in the water sailing by 
and all hands, including the cook, stopped work aboard the 
Floyd, as she passed us within a stone’s throw, to comment 
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on her sailing qualities; but Captain Winslow broke up the 
conversation by giving the mate orders to set the staysail. 
This sail was set from the deck. The wind was blowing a 
little stronger and the Floyd heeled over nicely under full 
sail for the open sea. 

“Well straighten up th’ decks afore breakfast; an’ boy, 
when you've et, ye c’n turn in till eight bells,” said the mate. 
Then showing me how to hitch a coil of rope to a belaying- 
pin, he went aft and took the wheel, relieving the captain 
who went below to eat his breakfast. Bill finished coiling up 
the rope he had started, leaving me to finish the rest, and 
went to the galley for breakfast. I coiled up all the ropes on 
the main-deck and started to coil up the peak halliards of the 
mainsail when the mate called to me, asking where Bill was. 

“T think he is getting his breakfast, sir,” I answered. 

“You go for’ard an’ tell him I want him.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” I replied, and going to the forecastle I 
called to him, “Say, Bill! the mate wants to see you.” 

“What th’ hell does he want now? Can’t he let a fellow 
eat his breakfast when it’s hot?” 

“FYe asked me where you were and I told him you were 
eating breakfast.” 

“What th’ hell did you tell him that for? You might have 
known he would want me.” We both walked aft; he went to 
the mate and I proceeded to coil up the halliards. 

“Did you want me, sir?” asked Bill. 

“Yes, I wantcha! Didn’t I tell ye t’ straighten up th’ 
decks first?” 

“T didn’t hear you, sir,” said Bill. 

““Wa’al ye hear me naow. Git over there an’ coil up th’ 
throat halliards an’ don’t go t’ breakfast till I tell ye. I want 
these decks cleared afore ye git aout o’ sight. Naow, I’ve 
been a-watchin’ of ye fer some time an’ I notice ef there’s a 
chance fer ye t’ git aout of eny work ye’ll dew it, ye lazy 
lout, but I’m goin’ t? stop it right here, by Gawd!” 

It was my time now to laugh, but I turned my back so Bill 
couldn’t see my face. I had felt all along that he was taking 
advantage of me and my spirits arose as I threw lay after lay 
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into the coil on deck before me, and sore as my hands were I 
threw out the kinks of the rope with new life which seemed 
to lessen the pain, for I gloated in the call-down given Bill 
by the mate. 

After the ropes were coiled up he told us we could get our 
breakfast and I was glad to give my hands a rest. Going for- 
ward I bathed my hands and face in cool water and went 
below where Bill sat in a sulky mood. 

I was pretty thirsty from the morning’s work and poured 
out a pot of coffee and putting it to my lips, said, “Gee! this 
coffee is none too warm, is it?” 

“Serves you right, damn it!” said Bill. 

“T didn’t have anything to do with it,” said I. 

“Tf you hadn’t told the mate I was eating my breakfast, I 
would have been on deck long ago.” 

“What’s that to do with the coffee? I couldn’t have been 
here before and if you had waited until the ropes were coiled 
up we would both have had our coffee hot,” I answered, get- 
ting more confidence in myself. 

“Now look here, Clumsy! Don’t talk back to me; if you 
do you'll get your mother’s monkey into trouble. So close 
your trap, for I haven’t time to argue with you; I’ve got to 
take the wheel. See that you sweep up before you turn in,” 
and going on deck he left me alone. I felt my blood boil as 
he left and my hands shook so I could scarcely hold my 
knife and fork while eating my breakfast, but I had plenty 
of time to cool off and I was glad he left as he did, because, 
had the conversation continued much longer, one of us might 
have had occasion to regret it. 

Finishing my breakfast I swept the crumbs from the floor 
and took the dishes into the galley. “What’s th’ matter with 
Bill?” asked the cook. “Did th’ mate give him a jawin’?? He 
wants t? look out or th’ mate’ll put a tin ear on him, an’ ef he 
don’t behave himself ’round here, I’ll dew it myself.” 

“Oh, he wasn’t feeling any too good, I guess,” I replied. 
“FTe seemed to think I was to blame for getting him on deck 
again, but I didn’t have anything to do with it, did I?” 

“‘Oh-h, tell him t? go to hell. I wouldn’t pay any ’tention 
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to him. He ain’t worth a pinch o’ snuff,” said the cook, and 
looking at his clock he continued, “Ye’d better turn in an’ git 
some sleep, young feller, ye might need it afore mornin’. 
When ye’re aout t’ sea ye never knows what minute ye’ll be 
called, consequently, git all th’ sleep ye c’n when ye have a 
chance.” 

“Yes, I guess yow’re right. I think Pll take your advice,” 
and leaving him I went below and turned in. I was pretty 
tired from the morning’s work and by the time I got into 
the bunk I could feel the long ocean swell, which soon 
rocked me to sleep. It seemed only a short time before Bill 
called me, at eight bells, for dinner, and jumping from my 
bunk I found I could scarcely stand for the schooner was 
rolling in the trough of the sea. 

Going on deck I found we were becalmed and the 
schooner was rolling back and forth in the swell with no 
headway. Off the starboard quarter the land looked familiar 
and I called to the cook, below, asking him if it weren’t 
Point Judith. 

“Yes,” said the cook, “we haven’t made much headway 
this mornin’. Wind went daown off th’ P’int. I thought ye’d 
be thro’in’ up by this time. Feel like eatin’ agin? Yer din- 
nersready er ye cn eat 12? 

I assured him that I still had my appetite and ate bounti- 
fully of the mutton stew and curry and rice. 

At one bell I was called to relieve the wheel by Bill, who 
seemed to have lost his grouchiness since the mate gave him 
a calling down. Never having steered a vessel with a wheel I 
went aft with fear and trembling. The mate stood outside of 
the cabin door and I walked up to him and told him that I 
had never steered a vessel, but if he would stand by and give 
me a few pointers I thought I could manage it. 

“Ye won’t have eny steerin’ t? dew. Just hold th’ heel 
till th’ breeze comes, then it’ll be time enough.”’. 

Captain Winslow was standing at the wheel as I went aft. 
“Hello! ain’t ye sick yet? Ye seem t’ stand it pretty well,” 
said he. 

“So far I’m all right, sir,” I replied. 
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“Keep her west, ef she’ll steer.” 

“Keep her west, sir,” I answered and the captain walked 
to the weather rail. “By th’ way, ye don’t know haow t’ steer, 
ad yer 

“T have never steered with the wheel, sir.” 

“Can ye box th’ compass?” 

SOV CSeSiT es, 

“I want t? know! Let’s hear ye.” 

“Nothe, nothe by east; no-nothe-east, nothe-east by 
nothe; nothe-east; nothe-east by east; east-nothe-east; east 
by nothe; east,” and so I kept on to the last quarter, ending: 
““Nor-nor-west; nor by west, nothe.” 

“Where didja learn it?” he asked, and I told him about 
studying navigation at home. I was surprised that he talked 
as much to me as he did and was more surprised when he 
pointed to the “lubber’s-mark” on the compass box and ex- 
plained how to bring it in front of the point on the compass. 

“FYere comes a little breeze. She’ll have steerage way, bum 
by, an’ I c’n show ye.” With the coming of the breeze the 
sails filled again and the schooner gathered headway slowly 
while the captain stood by and put her on the course. 

““Naow, d’ ye see, ef th’ mark swings t’ lu’ard of th’ p’int, 
pull her back again and ef she comes to, too fast, why, just 
shove her over a couple o’ spokes, an’ ef she don’t move at 
that, give her a couple more, an’ as soon as she begins t’ 
swing, put yer wheel back where ye had it at fust or she’ll 
keep ye a churnin’ yer whole trick at th’ wheel.” 

He watched me for a while and being apparently satisfied 
that I would not get him into any great trouble, went below 
to his dinner. With the light breeze, I had time to experi- 
ment with the wheel and before long I had mastered the art 
of keeping the schooner on her course. The mate came aft 
several times and asked me if I was having any trouble, 
always taking a good look in the binnacle as he walked past 
the wheel to leeward; but I assured him that I could keep 
her straight as long as the wind didn’t blow any harder. In- 
stead of blowing harder it finally died out altogether and 
left us rolling in the ocean swell. The hot sun beating down 
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upon the water was reflected back in our faces and:I soon felt 
the effect on my neck and arms. The big fore-and-aft sails 
swung back and forth and the sheets were hauled flat down; 
the staysail was lowered to the deck and the gaff-topsails 
triced up. The sails flapped with the swinging of the gaffs, 
from side to side, while the jaws at the mast creaked that 
monotonous tone, peculiar to its own, with every roll of the 
schooner, and there I stood at the wheel fighting my best to 
overcome the nausea I felt coming on. Was my stomach 
weak or strong? I smiled a sickly smile when I thought of 
the poor seasick lady on the steamer, who, after vomiting, 
was asked by the purser if her stomach was weak, when she 
aroused herself sufficiently to look at the other passengers 
hanging over the rail and replied, “No-o, I seem to be 
throwing as far as any of them.” 

I didn’t dwell long on the scene and giving the wheel a 
spin to port kept it going, hard up and hard down. Anything, 
to keep my mind from the present situation. Finally I heard 
someone whistling, as if calling for a dog, and looking for- 
ward I saw the mate raise his face from the work of coiling 
up ropes and looking towards the land, he kept whistling 
softly. He was whistling for a breeze. 

I had often heard that old sailors wouldn’t allow any 
whistling on board ship, for they were a superstitious set and 
claimed that any whistling would certainly bring on a gale, 
followed by bad luck; but whistling for a breeze on Long 
Island Sound, I concluded must be different. I had supposed 
that this ancient custom was obsolete, but the longer I went 
to sea the more I saw how superstitious the sailors were, as a 
class, 

The unlucky number 13; beginning a voyage on Friday; 
failure to break the bottle of champagne by the sponsor at a 
launching; animals or persons dying aboard ship; rats going 
ashore from the vessel, etc., were all forebodings of ill luck 
to the sailor. But the mate kept up his whistling until he 
came aft to relieve me at four bells. 

On taking the wheel he looked at me and asked: “Haow 
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d’ ye feel by this time? Feel sick eny? Ye seem t? stand it 
purty well in this swell.” 

I assured him that I was all right and asked if there was 
anything forward that I could do. 

“Nope, jest keep handy ’bout th’ decks, that’s all. Ef ye 
were in a big ship ye would be kept busy all day, but we 
don’t aim t’ dew nothin’ more’n we hev t? aboard this craft.” 

I walked forward, feeling all puffed up at my ability to 
keep on the upper side of seasickness, so far, but I was “spit- 
ting cotton” just the same. I had been told that a person 
confined in a warm room where he could see garments swing- 
ing back and forth on the walls would get seasick quicker 
than anywhere else; but if one could look out of a window, 
away from these swinging objects, he would be less suscep- 
tible. The best medicine was to get on deck, in the center of 
the ship and fill your lungs with plenty of fresh air and 
briskly walk the deck. So I determined to follow the latter 
advice at once by walking from the forecastle door to the 
mainmast and back. I had only made one trip when the cook 
appeared in the galley door, evidently anxious to see what 
condition I was in. 

“‘FYaow are ye feelin’, Fred? Sick yet?” 

“Not yet,” I answered, “but don’t know how soon I will 
be though.” 

“Oh, ye’re all right. A boy that c’n eat mutton stew like 
ye did, won’t be sick.” 

I left him and walked to starboard, to get a good look at 
the land and take another good drink of fresh air, for the 
thought of the mutton stew had a lifting power in my stom- 
ach, with a firm hold, and I had all I could do to shake it 
loose. 

Upon reaching the rail I felt a little breeze in my face and 
opened wide my mouth, drawing in all the ozone I could 
swallow; but whether it was the breeze or the order from 
the mate, that followed, that prevented me from losing my 
dinner, I am unable to say—but enough, I didn’t lose it. The 
mate, feeling the same breeze, sang out: “Slack away th’ jib 
sheets, boy! Let ’em all go for’ard.” 
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I was mighty glad he gave the order for it gave me some- 
thing else to think of; anything to relieve me from the sight 
of those tall masts swinging from one side to the other. 

“Aye, aye, sir!” I answered and ran forward as directed, 
giving the headsails plenty of slack. The breeze came from 
off the quarter, but it was hardly strong enough to fill the 
sails. The mate had swung the mainboom to leeward, but it 
swung back and forth as the schooner rolled. 

“Come aft, boy, an’ hook th’ boom-tackle on th’ mains’l.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” Coming aft I saw the boom away out to 
leeward, but before I got the tackle-block in my hands, the 
sail had swung clear back to windward. 

“Watch her when she rolls an’ hook it in th’ strap when 
she comes back, boy.” 

I tried to do as directed, when the boom came over again, 
but only made a sorry attempt, nearly falling overboard as 
I reached for the strap. 

“Flere, give it t? me! Mind th’ wheel,” and taking the 
block from my hands he succeeded in hooking it as the boom 
swung back again. I watched every move he made; saw him 
take in the slack of the tackle; and also how he made the 
boom fast to leeward. Coming back to the wheel he said: 
“Yer hav’n’t got yer sea-legs on yet. Feel sick, eny?” 

“Not very much,” I answered, whereupon he gave a short 
laugh. 

“Wa’al, don’t give in t? it. D’ye see what whistlin’ fer a 
breeze does? I never knew it t’ fail ef ye keep it up long 
enough. Naow, d’ye s’pose ye c’n ease off th’ sheet an’ hook 
th’ boom-tackle on th’ fo’s’1?” 

Sl thinkeltcan sin. 2 

“Go ahead an’ try ’t.” I saw he was still smiling when I 
went forward and I said to myself: “I?ll fool you, old man. 
I?ll hook the block in the strap before I ease off the sheet.” 
Taking the block from the rail I found that I didn’t have 
slack enough to reach the boom by ten feet, and wondered 
why tackles were not cut long enough to reach across the 
vessel; so there was nothing left for me to do except to slack 
away the fore sheet. 


LEARNING THE RopEs 43 


Slacking away, the sail began to flap with the roll. The 
boom lifted and I was nearly pulled through the sheet-block 
and the sheet slipped through my sore hands taking off what 
little skin remained from the morning’s work. So quickly did 
the sheet slip through my hands that they fairly burned. It 
was only for a second, but in that short time I had something 
to show for it. My hands were simply raw. This little inci- 
dent seemed to knock all the seasickness out of me, for after 
I had made the sheet fast around the cleat my hands needed 
more attention than my stomach. But I took up the block 
and hooked it in the strap, sore as they were, and finally 
succeeded in pulling everything taut as I had seen the mate 
do with the mainsail. Before I got back to the sheet, the mate 
called out, 

“Give her a little more sheet, boy.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” I don’t think I ever had anything smart 
quite so much as when I again picked up the fore sheet to 
slack away. My hands were all covered with blood and 
everything I touched showed the stains of blood. 

“That’ll dew th’ fore sheet, boy,” said the mate. “Make 
fast.” 

“All fast, sir,” I answered, and then I had to haul taut the 
boom-tackle as before. I had no sooner made all fast when 
another order rang out. “Sheet home the topsails.” 

Gee! This was more than I had bargained for as I knew I 
must put all my weight on the topsail sheet in order to 
stretch the clew to the gaff-end. I dreaded to touch another 
rope, but I was there to be a sailor, so wrapping my handker- 
chief around my right hand, I protected it somewhat; but 
before the sail was sheeted home my hands were so numb 
that I had scarcely any feeling in them. Going aft to the 
main, I was still pretty careful, but managed to set the sail. 
The mate saw the handkerchief wrapped around my hand 
and asked if I had hurt myself, but I answered him it was 
nothing and proceeded to coil up the ropes. The gentle 
breeze gave the schooner steerage way and she didn’t roll 
quite so much, but the mate’s mind was never at rest, for he 
wanted the staysail set. 


44 Tue MakInG OF A SAILOR 


“Go call th? cook, and ast him t? help ye set th’ stays’l.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” Oh, how I dreaded to pull another rope 
and I shuddered as I answered him. Calling the cook, as 
directed, he was soon on deck and noticing the blood-stained 
handkerchief asked, “What’s th’ matter with yer hand?” 

I told him how the fore sheet had slipped through my 
hands taking the skin off because I was unable to hold it. 

“Don’t it hurt?” he asked. 

“It might be worse,” I answered, trying to smile. 

The staysail had been lowered to the deck and was loosely 
rolled up on the main hatch. The cook took the halliards at 
the fore and I took the main. It is needless to say the cook 
got it mastheaded before I did and coming aft gave me a 
hand, for I could hardly pull a pound my hands smarted so. 

After the sail was set he said: “(Come t’ th’ galley an’ Pl 
fix ye some brine. There’s nothin’ so good t’ heal up yer 
hands as salt brine, right off o’ beef, or pork.” 

He brought up a pan of brine that he had dipped from a 
barrel of beef and told me to “stick” my hands right in and 
let them soak. 

Taking the handkerchief from my hand I plunged them 
in as directed and immediately pulled them out, dancing 
about the deck in pain. The saltpeter in the brine was more 
than I could stand and I begged the cook to pour some fresh 
water over them to relieve the pain. 

“Don’tcha dew it! Don’tcha dew it! Stick ’em in ag’in. It’s 
th’ best thing in th’? world for ye. Come on! Souse ’em in 
agin!” he implored. 

The pain subsiding somewhat and urged by the cook, I set 
my teeth firmly together and plunged in again only to jump 
about the deck as before. Then he took my soiled handker- 
chief and after saturating it in the brine with another cloth 
he wrapped up both hands. “There! naow ye’ll find yer 
hands’ll soon git well. This is th’ best thing that ever was 
fer sore hands.” 

He was probably all right in what he said, but the remedy 
was worse than the disease. I kept the bandages on, however, 
for the rest of the watch, but it was all I could do to stand it. 
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There was nothing of interest that happened during the 
afternoon and evening except that we held the breeze, which 
grew stronger in the afternoon. I took the wheel in the sec- 
ond dogwatch. The sea was comparatively smooth and the 
schooner, heeling over, clipped it off at a lively rate. It was 
no trouble to keep on the course for she steered like a yacht, 
yet I had to “mind my eye” on several occasions when she 
swung to. 

Although my hands were very sore I thoroughly enjoyed 
the trick at the wheel and was proud to think old King Sea- 
sickness didn’t catch me in his net. On first taking the wheel 
I was bothered by giving too much wheel. When the bow 
sunk in the swell, the lubber’s-mark in the compass box 
would swing to windward and I would throw over the wheel 
too far. Then the stern settling would throw it the other way 
and I found myself pulling her back too much, with the 
result, just as the captain said, that I was churning away all 
the time and instead of the schooner’s running about wild, 
she was simply balanced on a big wave, amidships, which 
finally left her giving way to another. 

The trick at the wheel is noted for day-dreaming, for the 
man at the wheel is forbidden to talk and unconsciously 
one’s mind is continually picking up things that have hap- 
pened during a lifetime. The sun, setting in the west, was a 
beautiful sight and I wondered how the tropical sunset could 
possibly be any grander. From the sunset, I pictured myself 
in the tropics and sailing in the trade winds. Then again, to 
the back yard, with sextant in hand, “shooting” the sun and 
studying navigation at home, and so the hours flew by until 
I saw the side lights being put up in the fore rigging, red 
light to port and the green light to starboard. This brought 
to mind the 
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When both side lights you see ahead 

You port your helm and show your red. 
For green to green, or red to red, 

Is perfect safety, go ahead. 
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And when upon your port is seen 

A stranger’s starboard light of green, 
There’s not so much for you to do. 

For green to port, keeps clear of you. 


At ALL TIMEs 


When in safety and in doubt, 
Always keep a good lookout; 
Strive to keep a level head, 
Mind your lights and heave your lead. 
Two close-hauled ships upon the sea, 
To one safe rule must each agree; 
The starboard tack must keep his luff, 
The port,—bear off. 


We had passed Race Rock and were well into Long Island 
Sound at eight bells. Going below I immediately turned in 
and lost no time in getting to sleep. It seemed an awfully 
short time to eight bells (midnight) when Bill awakened me 
with a rough shake, saying, “Come, pile out of here; we’re 
going to tack ship and the mate wants you on deck.” I 
jumped into my clothes and hurried on deck, but didn’t see 
anything exciting that required immediate attention. It was 
a beautiful moonlight night and we were sailing “By the 
wind,” on the starboard tack, in a very light wind. Bill had 
raised the clews of the gaff-topsails, ready to come about, 
but the staysail was still drawing. A few minutes later the 
mate came on deck, rubbing his eyes and stretching. He 
opened his mouth with a yawn, looked aloft and to wind- 
ward, and stretching again, said: “Wa’al-l, I guess we’d 
better lower th’ stays’l. Lower away, for’ard!” Bill let go 
forward and I pulled the sail down with my poor sore hands. 
Then we came about and ran up the staysail again before 
Bill went below. 

“That?ll do fer ye, Bill,” said the mate. “Fred, jump up 
aloft an’ shift over th’ fore-tops’l tack.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” I answered. This is considered one of the 
worst jobs on a schooner, when it is blowing, unless it be to 
furl it. Both are bad enough. In shifting over the tack it is 
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unhooked and must necessarily be thrown over the spring- 
stay and hooked into the clew-iron again. I was glad that I 
had had the opportunity of being on the cross-trees in the 
daytime for I knew just how the tack and sheet led and, 
although it was in the middle of the night, we had a bright 
moon, so I had no trouble except from my sore hands which 
prevented me from making any time; but the wind was light 
and I got through pretty well. 

I took the wheel at four bells (2 a.m.) and soon after- 
wards the mate lowered the staysail and came aft, saying: 
“T think I?ll try t? put her about. I?ll take th’ wheel an’ ye 
c’n go for’ard. When I sing aout ‘Hard-a-lee,’ let go th’ jib 
sheets an’ make ’em fast t? lu’ard.” 

The schooner scarcely had headway enough to come about 
and I waited some time before the mate gave the order. At 
last he sang out, “Hard-a-lee!” I let go the sheets immedi- 
ately and not waiting for her to swing, jumped to the other 
side and pulled the sheets to windward. When we came 
about at midnight there was more of a breeze and she came 
about so quickly that she filled away on the other tack at 
once, with breeze enough to carry the jibs past the stays, and 
Bill and I had to step lively to pull the sheets down. But 
now, the schooner scarcely having steerage way and knowing 
how quickly Bill and I had worked before, it didn’t occur to 
me to watch the vessel come to, consequently, the schooner 
was at a standstill with not a sound to be heard. The monot- 
ony was broken by hearing the mate coming forward and 
when he saw the jibs to windward, he exclaimed: “T’ll be 
good Gawd damned! Who ever heard of jibs bein’ hauled 
t? wind’ard in a wind of this kind! What?n hell are ye doin’ 
of eny way? No wonder she wouldn’t come abaout. Naow 
shift those sheets over, damned quick, an’ we’ll fill away an’ 
try it ag’in!” and with a disgusted air he went aft while I 
worked with my smarting hands harder than I did before in 
bringing the sails to windward. The next time I used my 
head and watched the schooner get a good full and when the 
mate sang out, “Hard-a-lee,” I let go the sheets and waited 
till she was well on the other tack before hauling them to 
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leeward, for there wasn’t wind enough to carry the sails over 
the stays without help. 

As she slowly gathered headway on the new tack, I was 
sent aloft to shift the tacks over again, which in my mind 
was entirely uncalled for; but having pulled off a “bone- 
head” with the jibs I took it gracefully. On regaining the 
deck eight bells were struck, which relieved the watch and 
my aching hands. 

At seven bells (7.30 a.m.) I was called for breakfast and 
going on deck saw that we were being towed by the towboat 
E. H. Coffin. The cook told me that we would soon be up to 
“Hell Gate,” the worst stretch of water on the whole eastern 
coast. 

“FYell Gate” is a narrow place in East River, between 
Long Island and Manhattan. It is the passage between 
Ward’s and Randall’s islands, that is properly called “Hell 
Gate.” The tide from the Sound, into East River and back 
from Sandy Hook into East River, through to the Sound, 
was so great in early days that this stretch of water, from 
the ebbing and flood-tides, caused a millrace of seething 
whirlpools and eddies which not one out of fifty vessels 
could sail through, so it is said, without being thrown upon 
the rocks and damaged more or less. 

These obstructing rocks and ledges were eventually re- 
moved by blasting, the last of them disappearing in 1885. 

I took the wheel at eight bells, just before going through 
“Fell Gate.” Captain Winslow was on deck and stood by me 
as we entered the passage. With every swing of the bow, as 
the tide rip surged against our side, he was there to issue an 
order to port or starboard the helm. In fact, he stood on the 
other side of the wheel, practically steering the vessel 
through. 

It was a beautiful Sunday morning and after passing the 
penitentiary we began meeting excursion boats from New 
York, loaded to the guards with passengers. From four bells 
(10 a.M.), I was a free agent and spent my time at the rail 
watching the shipping as we passed through East River and 
while going down the harbor past Governor’s Island, for we 
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were still in tow on account of there being little or no wind. 
Excursion boats of all descriptions were coming and going 
and I answered many a waving handkerchief with a swing 
of my cap as they passed. 


CHAPTER III 
THE CLOSE CALL IN THE NIGHT 


E CAME to an anchor in Sandy Hook, about noon, 

on account of no wind, leaving the foresail and main- 
sail standing but furling the jibs. Hauling down the jib we 
parted the downhaul, on account of it being so rotten, and I 
was sent out on the bowsprit to haul the sail down. 

After furling the jibs we had our dinner of soup, roast 
beef, vegetables and plum duff. I had heard so much about 
plum duff that I was curious to taste it. Instead of boiling it 
in a bag, this was steamed in an oval-shaped tin mould. It 
was a mixture of cake and pudding, seasoned highly with 
spice. Instead of being white as I expected, it was the color 
of spice cake, almost as dark as gingerbread. It was served 
with hard sauce and I liked it very much. 

It was a hot, sultry day and the sun beating down on the 
deck made the heat almost unbearable. The only cool place 
I could find was under the foresail where I laid down and 
was soon fast asleep. I must have slept an hour or more 
when I was awakened by Bill throwing water over the deck 
in an effort to cool it. Seeing me awake, he said, “I think it 
will be cooler below, now that I have thrown some water 
around.” Not long after I went below, and laid down in my 
bunk. I hadn’t been there long before I fancied I could hear 
a drop of water on my pillow but on putting my hand over 
the spot couldn’t locate anything wet. neither could I see 
anything as it was quite dark under the upper bunk. Spat— 
and I would feel again. 

“Bill,” I said, “There seems to be a leak overhead. I can 
hear water dropping somewhere around my pillow. Does the 
deck leak over this bunk?” 

“No-o, not that I know of,” said he. 

Then I felt it drop on my hair above my ear, but putting 
my hand up I could feel no moisture. Then it came on the 
rim of my ear as if a drop of water was running down. In- 


Tue Crosz Cart in THE Nicut 51 


stinctively I put my hand to my ear with the same result. 
Finally I felt it on the back of my hand and putting it up to 
the light I saw the fattest bed-bug that it had ever been my 
fortune to discover. If this had happened off Point Judith, 
when I was feeling so seasick, I certainly would have needed 
a strong stomach right there. Lighting the forecastle lamp 
I began a search in my bunk. Under the pillow and along 
the seams of the mattress the bugs fairly lay in windrows. 
The bunk-boards and ends and the ceiling between the gal- 
ley and the forecastle, in the cracks, were simply alive with 
them, big and little. My pea-jacket, hanging against the 
bulkhead, had a row of the prettiest beads under the lapel 
of the coat that one ever saw and instead of all being of 
uniform size there was an assortment of all sizes, even down 
to eggs, and I had only been aboard the schooner two days! 

“What’s the matter, Fred? Have you lost anything,” said 
Bill. 

“No! ve found all that I was looking for and more too.” 

Bill laughed as I answered him. “Yes, they are pretty 
thick in that bunk. I gave it up for this one and God knows 
this bunk is no paradise.” 

“What are we going to do?” I asked. “Has nothing been 
done to exterminate them?” 

“Oh, yes! The cook gave me a lot of insect powder and a 
squirt-gun to blow into‘the cracks. I used it once but the 
bugs ate it all up and came out of their holes licking their 
chops and looking for more, so I gave up in disgust. You 
ought to see the arena the cook has on his table. He has made 
a frame which slips over the edges of his cake-board and 
placing this on the table, he goes behind the range and 
catches a cockroach; then, taking a straw from the broom, he 
runs it up and down in the cracks of the bulkhead, back of 
your bunk, chasing out the bugs until he secures a lively one. 
Then placing the two in the center of the board, with their 
heads together, he sics em on. You’d naturally think that 
the cockroach would eat the bug up, but believe me! the 
bug is there with bells. 

“The first time I saw the fight I nearly laughed my head 
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off. I was talking to the cook one Sunday afternoon when I 
saw him with a straw in his hands poking the bugs about the 
board. ‘What have you got there?’ I asked. ‘Come down and 
see,’ said he. ‘How much will you bet on the bed-bug that he 
can lick the cockroach?’ ‘Oh, I?ll bet the cockroach can lick 
the bed-bug,’ said I. ‘All right! It’ll cost you twenty-five 
cents to come in,’ said the cook. I put up the money and the 
cook said, ‘Ready! Go!’ keeping their noses pointed together 
with the straw. The roach finally got mad and jumped on 
the bug and stuck his beak in, but the bug rolled over on his 
back and caught a leg of the roach and working himself up 
under his breast, tried to get a half-Nelson on him. The 
roach would draw up first one leg and then another in an 
effort to pry the bug loose and sometimes all his legs would 
be working at the same time. It was sure a comical sight. His 
legs seemed too long and there was no way in which he could 
bring two feet in a position at the same time so as to shake 
off the bug which held to it like a bulldog holding a shaggy 
cur by the throat. Finally, getting a vulnerable spot on the 
roach, he fairly sucked the life out of him and I lost my 
quarter. If it wasn’t so late we’d ask the cook to give us an 
entertainment this afternoon.” 

“No doubt it would be amusing,” said I, “but instead we’d 
better get a can of insect powder and get busy.” 

On going to the galley and asking the cook for the insect 
powder he only laughed and said, “Good Gawd, boy! ye 
can’t do nothin’ with that. The only thing to kill ’em is a 
smudge. We tried it in Philadelfa last month but it didn’t 
do no good. Guess it wasn’t strong enough.” Notwithstand- 
ing what he said I put in the rest of the afternoon sprinkling 
the forecastle in every place I thought needed it, but the 
smell was so strong that I had to take my bedding on deck 
for the night. 

There was nothing of interest to relate while we lay at 
anchor in Sandy Hook. Not a breath of wind for two days 
and we scarcely did any work at all. Monday morning the 
mate took me out on the jib-boom and showed me how to 
reeve off the new jib downhaul, which was my first attempt 
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at sailorizing; but aside from that we did nothing but the 
customary washing down decks. 

On Wednesday morning, bright and early, we finally got 
a westerly breeze and heaving up the anchor sailed down the 
coast with all sail set. That afternoon Captain Winslow put 
out a blue-fish line, while I was at the wheel, and was fortu- 
nate enough to catch a fine, large blue-fish which made a 
meal for all hands. While we had plenty of meat yet the 
change was more than acceptable for supper. 

Towards evening the wind backed around to the south- 
ward and eastward and began to blow. A large black cloud 
sprang up from the southeast, bringing rain and a big ocean 
swell. 

“Take in yer jib-tops’l an’ kites, Mr. Cardiff. Glass is 
>way daown an’ we may have a nasty night,” said the captain. 

“Take in the jib-tops’l, sir!” answered the mate. 

We ran forward and hauled down the sail, as well as the 
flying-jib which we furled and then hauled down and clewed 
up the gaff-topsails. I was sent up to take in the fore, while 
Bill handled the main. 

My hands were not as sore as they were the last time I 
went aloft, but the higher I got the more the schooner 
rolled. Bill was on the cross-trees before I was halfway up 
the rigging and I found that I was holding on tighter as I 
neared the cross-trees. Pulling myself up I clung to the top- 
mast shrouds while the sail flapped about in front of me. 
The wind came in puffs, stronger and stronger with the ris- 
ing sea, while the schooner heeled over to an angle of 45 
degrees. I could feel the mast bend under the strain while I 
attempted to smother the wind from the flapping topsail. 
The roll to windward and the pitching of the schooner for- 
ward, threw the sail full of wind; but rising on top of the 
next wave, the sail was whipped around forward of the mast 
and around my head as I clung to the topmast shrouds. The 
next roll then carried the sail back, scraping across my face 
and pulling my cap from off my head. It circled high above 
the sail only to be caught by the wind which swept it far 
away to leeward where it finally dropped into the white- 
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capped waves. I worked at a disadvantage because I hardly 
had my sea-legs on; besides, I took no chances in letting go 
my hold on the topmast rigging. By pulling and hauling 
blindly on the sail I nearly succeeded in spilling the wind 
from it when a big sea carried me high in the air and the 
schooner diving forward, a gust of wind caught the sail and 
tore it from my grasp, at the same time turning my finger- 
nails back. I let go my hold and the whole sail blew out to 
leeward again. I used to wonder why it was that sailors were 
so gifted in swearing; but when this sail got away from me 
—I acted just like a sailor. 

Looking across to see how Bill was getting along with the 
main, I was surprised to see him finished and nearly on deck; 
then away to leeward we swung and I held on all the tighter. 
The deck of the schooner seemed a mile to windward and 
dipping in her nose she threw the spray high over her bow 
as she plowed through the water. Everything about the ves- 
sel was one streak of white foam. It was my first gale at sea 
and I was aloft to take in a sail that was getting the best of 
me. 

With the wind came the rain, making the sail still more 
difficult to handle and the rigging harder to hold on to. 
Every roll to windward was followed by a pitch forward 
and a flap of the sail. The creaking of the jaws of the fore- 
gaff, below me, as it swung around the mast and the quiver 
of the mast, vibrating as the wind whistled through the rig- 
ging, was a new experience. Realizing that I was in a pre- 
carious position and must get the sail in, I made another 
attempt. Grasping it again and tugging away I felt the top- 
mast bend and sway from side to side until I was sure it 
would carry away. There was a strange vibration to the sail 
that shook my arms as I struggled to take it in, which I 
couldn’t account for. Another dip to leeward and I saw the 
cause. ’he captain, at the wheel, was keeping the schooner 
into the wind and so shivering the leech of the foresail, 
which flapped back and forth with a crack when too near the 
wind, shaking the foremast from truck to the keel. This 
relieved my mind and leaving the cross-trees I climbed up 
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the ratlines of the topmast shrouds where I could use my 
weight against the sail as well as my feet and legs. Then 
taking a turn around the sail with the gasket, I gradually 
smothered the wind from it and although I didn’t give it 
much of a “harbor-furl,’? made it fast to the masthead where 
it outrode the gale. 

I don’t know how long I was aloft, but when I reached 
the deck the mainsail was being lowered and I hurried aft to 
lend a hand. With the help of the cook we soon took it in. 
Then we reefed the jib and close-reefed the foresail. I 
watched the mate very carefully while he passed the weather 
earing and when all was fast all hands pulled away on the 
reef-points, to leeward, to stretch the band along the boom 
as much as possible while the earing was passed through the 
cringle in the leech of the sail and around the boom-end. 
Then taking a position beside the mate I knotted the reef- 
points, with the rest, under his watchful eye. Everything 
being knotted satisfactorily, we hoisted the reefed foresail 
and hove to for the night, putting the schooner on the star- 
board tack, which, while drifting, would take her offshore. 
It was nearly two bells (9 o’clock) in the evening before I 
was told to go below and, being wet to the skin from the 
rain and spray that continually dashed over the rail, I lost 
no time in getting to the forecastle and taking off my wet 
clothes. It was all I could do to stand there and I really 
didn’t know how much the schooner was rolling until I got 
below. The dim light from the forecastle lamp cast a phan- 
tom shadow across the deck as the coats swung away from 
the bulkhead, and standing in the middle of the forecastle 
I could almost touch either side as the schooner rolled back 
and forth. 

Pulling off my wet clothes I rehearsed in mind the inci- 
dents of the last two hours on deck and aloft with a satisfac- 
tion that gave me all the confidence of a sailor and I felt 
quite at home and able to combat with anything that might 
come up in the future. Tumbling into my bunk I found it 
impossible to lie in a comfortable position, but by bracing my 
back against the bulkhead and drawing up my knees against 
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the front of the bunk and holding on with both hands, I soon 
wedged myself in and in this position slept till eight bells, 
when I was called. 

It was still blowing and raining and as it was my lookout 
I dressed in oilskins and rubber boots. We were still hove to 
on the starboard tack and riding a heavy head-sea which 
caused us to roll unmercifully. I hadn’t been on deck more 
than an hour when I raised a light right ahead. 

“Tight ho!” I called; but it was blowing so hard I had to 
go aft to the mainmast before I could make myself heard. 

“Where away?” answered the mate. 

“About two points off the weather bow; a red and green 
light, sir.” 

“See if yer side-lights are burning,” said he, and I has- 
tened forward as directed and found everything burning all 
right. Presently the captain appeared at my side, evidently 
called by the mate. 

“Are yer side-lights all right?” he asked. 

‘Yessir’ lreplied. 

Then why’n hell don’t he keep off? In my room under 
the wash-bowl ye’ll find a flash-light. Run quick an’ git it,” 
he ordered. 

I found the lamp and was soon at his side. This flash-light 
or flash, as it is nautically termed, was about the size of a 
quart measure and made of tin. A wire extended from the 
cover into the bottom of the lamp, to which a bunch of waste 
was fastened which was submerged in either alcohol or tur- 
pentine. The waste was pulled out of the lamp by a straight 
wooden handle fastened to the center of the cover on the 
outside and at right-angles with the cover. Lighting the 
waste and holding it above one’s head, the cover acted as a 
basin to catch the dripping alcohol, insuring safety to the 
man against fire while waving the torch. 

We lighted the torch under the forecastle-head and the 
captain ran forward waving it frantically above his head, 
but the steamer, which it proved to be, kept right on her 
course heading directly for us. Brighter and brighter grew 
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the lights to windward as she approached. We could even 
smell the smoke from her smoke-stacks. 

“That’s a Baltimore steamah. They nevvah altah their 
course fer nobody an’ they don’t give a damn ef they sink 
us,” exclaimed the captain. The steamer was now getting 
dangerously close and he sang out: 

“Hard daown yer hellum, Mr. Cardiff! My Gawd, boy! 
Run an’ call th’ boys below,—all hands! He’s right on top 
of us an’ he’lI cut us in two before they’re awake. Run quick 
as Gawd almighty’ll let yer!” 

The blood ran cold in my veins as I listened to the captain 
giving these orders in one breath and running to the fore- 
castle I shoved both slides back at once and shouted: “All 
hands on deck, ahoy! Tumble out quick! A steamer is run- 
ning us down!” Then I ran back to the captain’s side, as the 
oncoming steamer loomed up out of the darkness with her 
red and green lights away above us and scarcely two seas 
away. Down, she buried her bow, parting the sea and plung- 
ing through, seeming to shake her head like a mad bull 
charging directly for us. 

“Ring th’ ship’s bell, loud as ye c’n,” the captain shouted, 
still waving the torch in hope of attracting the steamer’s 
attention. 

I kept ringing the bell as loudly as possible, while Bill 
and the cook appeared in their underclothes. Everything was 
in confusion and I was too inexperienced and frightened to 
remember the many orders given by the captain at this par- 
ticular time. Neither do I remember just how we were able 
to keep clear of the steamer’s side. But I remember seeing 
her green light shining down upon us and disappearing along 
our side and hearing the captain say: “Thank Gawd! we’re 
aout of that mess. It’s th’ closest call I evah had in all my 
life.” Wiping his face with his bandana handkerchief and 
heaving a deep sigh of relief that everything was well, our 
troubles started in afresh. The big black side of the steamer 
to windward had taken the wind from our sails and we were 
blanketed. I saw our jib-boom pointed dangerously close to 
the steamer’s stern and coming out from under her lee, the 
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gale caught us on the other tack with all our sheets to wind- 
ward. We were in a precarious position, for the wind blow- 
ing directly across our beam, the schooner was thrown over 
to starboard with lee rail going under water. 

“Tet go the jib-sheet! Come aft and help me with the 
fo’s’l,” shouted the captain, jumping off the forecastle and 
holding to the weather rail as he made his way aft. 

I jumped for the jib-sheet and threw the coil off the pin, 
intending to slack away handsomely but didn’t count on the 
strength of the wind and before I knew it there was a slat 
of the old reefed-jib and the sheet got entirely beyond my 
control—off the pin and everything to leeward. A couple of 
flaps and the whip unrove. Rip-bang-slat, flapped the jib and 
in an instant the sail was split from head to foot while the 
big club at the foot was being threshed about the topgallant 
forecastle-deck one minute and the next, against the fore- 
mast, as the schooner came into the wind. 

Swinging into the wind our bow raised over a mighty 
wave and I felt the vessel go down by the head while high 
above me came a huge green sea. Before I could get to a 
place of safety the sea broke over the bow. I braced my feet 
to withstand the shock but the on-rushing sea swept me off 
my feet and carried me-across the deck directly towards the 
foremast. Putting out my hands to avoid being knocked 
senseless, the force of the water was so great that I was 
pinned against the mast as if I had been nailed there. In- 
stinctively I caught the first rope I came in contact with 
which proved to be the tack of the gaff-topsail. The water 
surging around the mast. swept me under the fore-boom 
where I was entangled among the ropes but still retained my 
hold on the tack. Then I felt the schooner shiver and trem- 
ble as she shook herself free. It was a mighty sea that swept 
her fore and aft. 

Dragging myself from under the ropes, somewhat 
bruised, I stood by the foremast. The noise was deafening; 
the jib flapping in the wind was whipping the club across the 
deck against the stock of the anchor and over the bitts, re- 
sembling the old-fashioned flail, while beating the deck of 
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the topgallant forecastle; and the shrieking of the wind 
through the rigging played a good accompaniment. Realiz- 
ing that if I stayed there much longer there was great danger 
of being knocked out by the club, or sheet-block, should they 
carry away, I ran to the weather fore-rigging as a safer 
place. No sooner did I get a firm grasp on the rigging, than 
I heard the voice of the mate calling me. He was coming 
forward with Bill and the cook. 

“Here I am, sir,” I shouted, making my way along the 
rail towards him. 

“Good Gawd, boy! Why in hell don’t ye answer when yer 
called? We all thought ye were overboard with that sea. I’ve 
been a-callin’ of ye fer ten minutes.” 

“T didn’t hear”— 

“Haul daown th’ jib!” broke in the mate who for the 
first time saw the condition of the sail. “Git up thar’, damn 
lively, or we won’t have no jib!” whereupon he ran to lee- 
ward to let go the halliards while Bill and I ran forward to 
haul it down. The end of the downhaul was made fast at 
the knight-heads, directly under the jib, and to reach it we 
must pass the club that was sweeping the whole topgallant 
forecastle-deck. 

Bill, seeing the situation, wouldn’t go on the forecastle- 
head, but I had been watching the jib for some time and wait- 
ing my chance for a wave to knock the bow over to leeward 
I ran up the weather cat-tail and on to the knight-heads and 
started to pull the sail down. The mate, in the meantime, 
had secured the club of the jib by throwing a running-bow- 
line around it, hauling it taut to the pinrail to leeward. 

Bill then came up, but pull as hard as we could we were 
unable to get the sail down for the jib had blown itself into 
a fringe at the head and around the halliard-block, hanks 
and stay above, so tightly that they refused to slip. 

The mate coming to our assistance, we put every ounce of 
strength on the new downhaul (which luckily we had rove 
off in Sandy Hook), without fear of parting it, and the 
fouled hanks gradually gave way to our purchase, slipping 
down the wire stay sufficiently to enable us to get a gasket 
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around the old jib, which we furled after a fashion. Had the 
stay been of hemp, rigged like most of the schooners at that 
time, I doubt if we could have hauled the jib down at all 
and it would have been a total loss. 

We were now riding under reefed foresail alone and 
shipping very little water. Bill was allowed to go below and 
I put on a change of dry clothing and kept the lookout till 
eight bells (4 a.m.) as the mate said it needed an experienced 
man at the wheel during the night; but he would give me 
the wheel in the morning watch from 8 a.m. to 10 A.M. 

After breakfast I took the wheel. The wind was moderat- 
ing and hauling back to the southwest. At two bells (9 a.m.) 
we set the flying-jib with orders to keep her “full and by” 
(as near the wind as she would hold without the sails flap- 
ping). 

The Floyd had a travelling wheel, z.¢., the wheel and 
barrel were fastened in a frame on top of a massive square 
wooden tiller, which was shipped into the rudder-head on 
the forward side. A single block, with the sheave parallel to 
the deck, was hooked into an eye-bolt on the side and at the 
end of this tiller. The tye of the tiller-rope was spliced into 
the ring of the single block and led across the deck to a 
single block in the rail, just above the waterways; reeving 
from aft, forward, through this block and back to the single 
block in the tiller, then aft, and under a sheave fastened in a 
cleat on the side of the tiller; then up and over the barrel 
three times, where it was made fast through a staple in the 
barrel. 

There were two tackles of this kind; one to starboard, 
the other to port, so that, in throwing the wheel over, the 
tiller-ropes wound up on one side and unwound on the other, 
while the tiller travelled across the deck beside the man at 
the wheel, who gave way, or followed the tiller as the barrel 
turned. 

Being a novice at the wheel I nearly walked my legs off, 
trying to keep the schooner straight; but the mate was there 
to see that I didn’t get into trouble and by the time I had 
steered my trick I was master of the situation. 
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At four bells (10 a.m.) we shook the reef out of the fore- 
sail, set the mainsail and jib-topsail, holding our course with 
the wind abeam. The sea having gone down with the change 
of wind she showed her ability to sail by passing everything 
in sight and living up to her reputation although our jib was 
furled. 

We rounded Cape May Wednesday evening and came to 
an anchor for the night. In the morning the wind backed 
around to the southward again; but we hove up anchor and 
with a moderate breeze sailed up the Delaware. In the after- 
noon it began to rain and at 6 p.m. we dropped our star- 
board anchor off the mouth of the Schuylkill River and 
furled all the sails. The glass was very low which, the cap- 
tain said, “was a sure sign for th’ line-gale” (the Equinox). 

That evening it was my anchor watch from 8 p.m. to 12 
(midnight). The wind was blowing strong from the south- 
east and while below we could feel the schooner swinging 
and surging on the chain cable. I dressed for a wet night and 
going on deck all was still except the constant flap of the 
throat-halliards against the mast and the whistling of the 
wind through the shrouds—a dismal sound. The canal- 
boats, from the river above, were being blown from their 
moorings and about four bells (10 p.m.), several drifted by 
although it didn’t occur to me that they were actually adrift 
until I saw two in collision off our starboard bow. I could 
hear voices above the roar of the wind, which grew louder 
as they approached, and there was the sound of chafing tim- 
bers, the cursing of men and the cries of horses or mules, as 
if in pain, as they drifted by within one hundred feet of us. 
It was a wild night with the wind increasing all the time. 
I was alarmed at the drifting canal-boats and in the darkness 
of the night I took as a landmark, a light on the shore which 
soon proved conclusively that we were also drifting. Calling 
the mate he came forward and let out about thirty fathoms 
more of cable; but we still drifted and waiting for the 
schooner to swing to port, he let go the port anchor and 
bending a two-inch line to the kedge anchor, with the assist- 
ance of Bill, who had also been called, we dropped it over 
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the bow, paying out all the chain we had. The two additional 
anchors were sufficient to hold the schooner from further 
drifting and we rode out the gale nicely while two other 
large schooners drifted by and went ashore astern of us. 

Sailing vessels of to-day generally carry two anchors at 
the bow, of the same weight, because the windlass is oper- 
ated by steam instead of hand power. In early days, the port, 
or left bower, as it was called, was the lighter anchor and 
was always operated under ordinary conditions. The star- 
board, or right bower, being heavier, was only used in severe 
weather, as was the case on the Floyd, at the mouth of the 
Schuylkill River. 

Attached to each anchor is a chain cable, 120 fathoms 
(720 feet) long, made up of eight shots or lengths shackled 
together. Each shot is fifteen fathoms in length. In anchor- 
ing with fifteen or thirty fathoms of chain out, the shackle 
appears just inside of the hawsepipe, where it is handy to 
unshackle. In early days, before harbors were dredged, large 
ships were obliged to anchor outside and discharge cargo in 
lighters, which were towed in over the bar. If, in the process 
of discharging, a gale should arise, it was often necessary to 
slip (unshackle) the cable and sail away from the land until 
the gale was over. The cable being marked by a buoy, was 
picked up when the ship returned and reshackled to the 
chain. A good account of slipping the cable may be found in 
Dana’s Two Years Before the Mast. 

If lying with the port anchor out, it becomes necessary to 
drop the starboard, instead of dropping the anchor directly 
behind and in line with the anchor already out, where it is 
liable to foul the cables as the vessel is constantly swinging 
from port to starboard by the force of the wind, when the 
vessel swings as far to starboard as possible, the starboard 
anchor is dropped. Enough chain is then slacked away until 
the vessel drifts back and the chains are stretched out in the 
form of the letter V. If the vessel will not swing far enough 
to starboard, a little headsail is raised, a staysail or a jib— 
just enough to swing the bow away. The third anchor is 
usually the kedge anchor, which is a light anchor and is not 
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attached to a chain. It is a spare anchor to which any heavy 
rope, according to the strain necessary, may be bent or tied 
and dropped to the bottom between the two bowers. In this 
position there is not much chance of the vessel drifting, when 
the strain on all three becomes equal. 

The Floyd was anchored as well as could be and we were 
indeed fortunate that some of the drifting canal-boats or 
schooners didn’t foul us as they drifted past. Had they done 
so we would have gone ashore with the rest. In the morn- 
ing, as far as the eye could reach, the shore was piled up 
with wreckage of all sorts of craft. Rowboats, canal-boats, 
house-boats, steamers, launches and schooners. A tidal-wave 
couldn’t have made the scene worse. The two schooners, 
directly astern, were surrounded with logs, roots of trees and 
stumps of all sizes. It looked more like a barnyard in the 
wilderness than a civilized seaport. If a tidal-wave can de- 
stroy any more property I certainly don’t want to be ship- 
mates with one. 

On account of the wreckage we were unable to get a tow- 
boat for two days. Everything that had power was busily 
engaged, both up and down the river. 


CHAPTER IV 
HOMEWARD BOUND ON A COASTER 
N SATURDAY, October 6, 1875, we were towed up to 


Pier 11, at Port Richmond, where we took in a load of 
hard coal for Georgetown, Maryland, and on the eleventh, 
sailed down the Delaware, passing everything in sight. I en- 
joyed my trick at the wheel for there was no sea to bother 
me. One after another of the big fleet of colliers was over- 
taken and passed and if you have never sailed on a schooner 
under similar conditions you have missed one of the most 
exciting races. It is true, the International Yacht Races take 
the lead in this sport and the Cape Ann fishermen have their 
races; but if you think that the colliers, racing from port to 
port, are anything like an ice-wagon, you have only to en- 
gage passage on one for a trip and on reaching home you 
will sing the praise of the Atlantic colliers as you have never 
done before, unless it be that you were seasick the whole 
voyage. 

No wonder Captain Winslow was proud of his schooner. 
He had a right to be for we took the lead through the Capes 
and passed Cape Charles on the twelfth, but on account of 
light winds didn’t reach the mouth of the Potomac till Sun- 
day, and Georgetown, till Thursday, the eighteenth, where 
we were docked at a wharf under the canal bridge and took 
on a load of soft coal for Newport, Rhode Island. We were 
then towed down to Alexandria where we anchored for the 
night. 

As we tripped our anchor the following morning, the 
schooner Abner Daley, a sister ship to the Floyd, over which 
there was much discussion regarding the relative sailing 
qualities of the two schooners, passed us under full sail. We 
were waiting for a negro pilot who soon came off in a new 
lapstreak boat. It was his sole possession and cost him thirty- 
five dollars which, in those days, was a small fortune to a 
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negro pilot. It probably took two years’ earnings to purchase 
the boat. It was painted white, outside, with pale green 
thwarts and a lavender-colored bottom. As he came along- 
side he put over a couple of fenders as though it had been 
James Gordon Bennett’s steam-launch. 

“Good mawn’n’, Cap’n,” said the pilot. “I’se been watch’n? 
fo yo’ signal all de mawn’n’, asho’e dar.” 

“You lazy, black rascal! I’ve had my flag flyin’ since day- 
light. I’ve a good notion to sail without ye. Git under way at 
wunst, Mr. Cardiff,” said the captain; then turning to the 
pilot he said, “What are ye goin’ t? charge me to take me 
down the rivvah?” 

“Five samoleons, Cap’n,” answered the pilot. “It’s ah 
berry long road to de Cape.” 

“Git aout! I nevvah paid mor’n a dolla’ for any pilot and 
ef ye want the job fer that, git aboard,” said the captain. 

“Fo? de lub ob God, maan! Whatsha talkin’ ’bout? Dar 
ain’t nobody what’! take de job fo’ dat. Now I doan want t’ 
pesticate you, Cap’n, wi’ve a globerashun ob words, so I ask 
yo’ calmly t’ twistify dat statement, fo’ yo’ know it can’t be 
did at so ’dickilus a price,” rambled the pilot. 

The captain took a look at the Abner Daley which was 
fast leaving a gap between us and as impatient as he was he 
held on to the pilot as we gathered headway. He, no doubt, 
knew his man for he still held to his price, one dollar or 
nothing. 

“Now, see heah, Cap’n,” said the pilot. “What’s de use ob 
argufyin?? You know dat dis nigger got t’ buy shoes fo’ de 
oP? woman and six lil’ pickaninnies an I sho’e can’t a-ford t’ 
go away down dis ribbah fo’ less dan two dolla’s. Yo’ see Ise 
gwine t? come down a little, but de good Lawd heah me, I 
can’t go below two dolla’s. No, sir-ee! Be reasonable, Cap’n! 
I pray yo’ be reasonable! Yo’ can’t go widout dis nigger fo’ 
yo’ sho’e run aground ober dese flats.” 

I was sent to the wheel, when we filled away, and as she 
gathered headway and listed to port, the pilot’s boat began 
to jump up and down from the wash of the waves and chafe 
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against the side of the schooner. The pilot scrambled aboard 
to save his boat and running aft with the painter in his hands, 
made it fast at our stern where there was no danger of mar- 
ring the sides, giving the boat about thirty feet of rope. As 
was the custom in those days we were loaded clear to the 
scuppers and thirty feet looked a good deal too much; but 
she was far enough astern to be out of the way. I saw the 
captain smile to himself as the pilot came aft and he was still 
smiling when the pilot made his boat fast and after this was 
done he turned to the captain and seeing the smile on his 
face, said: 

“What fo’ yo’ grin like dat, Cap’n? Do yo’ tink P’se gwine 
t? take dis hear schoonah down de ribbah fo’ one dolla’? Ef 
yo’ do I might as well go asho’e. Dis nigger wants t’ passify 
yo’, Cap’n, but I tole yo’ all de time dat it can’t be did. No 
sir! It can’t be did!” 

“All right,” said the captain, “jump into yer boat and pull 
ashore.” 

At this remark the pilot grew alarmed and his face wore a 
puzzled look. He glanced at his boat, towing astern, and 
then at the captain. He seemed to be between the devil and 
the deep blue sea. But he got no comfort from the captain’s 
face, as he slowly paced back and forth, and going aft he 
began to pull his boat up under the stern. In the meantime 
the captain let him alone. When she was under the stern the 
pilot took a turn with the painter and looked into his boat 
and then at the captain. He was still undecided what to do 
and all this time was rapidly being taken away from home. 
In a disgusted frame of mind he again made the boat fast 
and turning to the captain, said: 

“Now, wh’ts de use ob getting mad, Cap’n? I hope I 
hasn’t ’fended yo’ conscious. I’d be de las’ man fo’ t? do so 
an’ I wish yo’ld calm yo’self an’ lissen t? me. I’se de bes’ 
pilot on dis ribbah an’ yo’ schoonah am jes’ as safe in my 
hands as yo’s. Now, what yo’ all try fo’ t? beat down my 
price? I jes’ can’t a-ford t’ jep-o-dize my credenshuls an? 
take away my good name, so I ask yo’ calmly an? ’libertly fo’ 
de las’ time, will yo’ gib me two dolla’s?” 
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“No! ye black rascal,” said the captain. 

“Den I’se sho’ in a deep quand’ry,” said the pilot. “I’se 
gwine t’ be away two days. I got t? eat an’ sleep, an’ how d? 
debble can I on one shribbled dolla’? No, sir! No, sir-ee, 
Cap’n, it can’t be did!” 

At this the pilot took a fresh chew of tobacco and rolling 
it back in his cheek, looked into his boat and then at the 
shore, in the distance, threw off the turn of the painter and 
held it in his hands. 

The breeze was strengthening, as the morning advanced, 
and it was all he could do to hold her for we were sailing 
through the water at a lively clip. A dip into the wave drew 
the painter through his hands and he was obliged to take a 
turn around the cleat to hold the boat. Again he made her 
fast, taking a good deal of time; he was loath to give up and 
finally addressed the captain. 

“Ah say, Cap’n! Ef yo’ gib me mah dinna an’ suppa 
aboa’d, I’se heah t’ say dat I take yo’ all down fo’ $1.35 and 
considda all ob de ’gotiashuns closed.” 

The captain well knew he must have a pilot and he also 
knew he must feed him and the further away he got the 
more difficult the chance of getting another. The Adner 
Daley had dipped her colors in passing us and was in the 
lead, about a mile, which was entirely too much to suit Cap- 
tain Winslow. His patience was about exhausted and, weigh- 
ing the matter carefully, he said: 

“Waal, pilot! I hate t? give you so much, but I’ve got t’ 
ketch that schoonah ahead and ef ye can put the Floyd on 
the shortest course, [’1] hire ye.” 

“Good Lawd, Cap’n! Dar’s plenty ob water heah an’ all 
yo’ got t? do is sail. Gib her de canvas.” So saying, the pilot 
gave his boat all the rope as before and took his position on 
top of the cabin. 

The captain then turned to me and said: “Fred, there’s a 
good many people that thinks the Abner Daley can outsail 
the Floyd. I know we can beat her an’ et’s your trick at the 
wheel. I want ye t’ steer as ye nevvah steered afore. Keep her 
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straight an’ don’t give her too much wheel. Damn him! Pl 
show him up afore we reach th’ Chesapeake, ef I'do have a 
weak topmast.” 

“All right, sir!” I answered. “T’ll handle her all right in 
this water, I think.” 

Both schooners were loaded to the scuppers and were as 
much alike as two peas, with the exception that we didn’t 
have our jib-topsail set, owing to our weak topmast, while 
the Daley had all canvas spread. 

It was a beautiful sail down the river and to think we were 
racing in earnest! I was determined to show Captain Wins- 
low that he could rely on me. He paced to-and-fro on the 
weather side of the quarter-deck, watching the weather and 
gauging the distance from time to time. 

With the increasing wind the Floyd was picking up. I 
watched the schooner like a hawk and soon the captain came 
aft, rubbing his hands and smiling and said: “Fred, we’re 
gainin’! We’re gainin’ an’ ovahaulin’ of him. Ef this wind 
keeps increasin’ I’ve got him whar th’ hair’s short. It won’t 
be long afore he’s got t’ take in his topsail an’ then I’ve got 
him.” 

With each puff of wind the Floyd heeled over, parting 
the waves, and I held the wheel in a viselike grip as she 
strove to point her bow higher to windward. The captain, 
glancing at me, thundered out, 

“Mind yer eye, boy, an’ keep her straight.” 

This was a warning and I redoubled my efforts to steer a 
straight course. We were slightly to leeward, but the captain 
said, “As long as we are gainin’, keep her as she is.” The 
distance was being reduced each hour and the old saying, “A 
stern chase is a long one,” was brought vividly to my mind 
as we sailed in this race; but we gradually crept up on him 
and at four bells (10 o’clock) the Daley was off our weather 
beam and I was relieved of the wheel, walking forward with 
a cocky air, pleased to think that I had steered the schooner 
in a race that would be the talk of the waterfront when we 
reached Newport. The captain had complimented me as I 
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was relieved and the cook shook hands with me on going 
forward, slapping me on the back and asking “How she 
steered,” etc. 

“Your name will be in the ‘Newport Mercury’ when we 
git in. Just watch th’ Cap’n. He’s as tickled as a boy with a 
new sled. He won’t do a thing but talk this race all th’ time 
he’s in Newport. We’ve got all th’ breeze we c’n stand an’ I 
don’t see why the Daley don’t take in his jib-tops’l. It’s some 
glory t’ pass a schoonah of her caliber, t? luw’ard; but I wish’t 
th? Cap’n had gone t’ wind’ard an’ took th’ wind out’n his 
sails. Believe me! Th’ air would be blue on board th’ Daley, 
an’? I guess ef any should ast ye, it’s blue thar naow.” Our 
conversation was broken by a cry from the captain. 

“Take in th’ tops’ls, Mr. Cardiff. It’s no use t’ spring a 
mast. Thar ain’t airy one of th’ colliers, ’cept th’ Daley, got 
em up an’ I b’lieve we c’n beat him without ’em.” 

As we took them in the Daley followed suit and still we 
continued to gain in the race and by the time they were 
furled we were quite a distance ahead, the wind increasing 
all the while. It was not long before the captain gave orders 
to take in the foresail. By that time the Floyd’s rail was clear 
to the water’s edge and she flew through the waves, which 
were rising as the wind increased, leaving a pretty seething 
streak of white foam far astern. 

The captain still kept on his course and wouldn’t luff 
enough to spill the wind from the sail; consequently it bel- 
lied out like a large balloon. Pull as hard as we could, there 
was no such thing as smothering it. What little motion from 
the waves the schooner had, was enough to tear the sail loose 
from our grasp and it stood against the lee backstays like the 
side of a big white barn. Finally I ducked under the boom, 
climbed up the lee shrouds and grasping a couple of reef- 
points in my hands, jumped on the sail. My weight was 
enough and we came down to the deck nicely; but as the 
schooner rolled, the wind blew under the sail and I was 
lifted bodily up in the air again with it—seemingly twenty 
feet. There was a flap and a slat of the sail as I hung grimly 


70 Tue MakiInG OF A SAILOR 


to the reef-points. My hands were now in much better con- 
dition than when we were in New York or I certainly would 
have been flung into the Potomac. As it was, instead of going 
overboard, I hung on. I felt my feet going up with the flap 
of the sail and the next thing I knew I was descending 
rapidly. I must have been whipped over my head for I 
landed, feet first, in the companionway of the galley, still 
retaining my hold on the reef-points. Whether the captain 
put her into the wind or not, I am unable to say; but the 
wind was out of the sail and we soon had the stops around it. 

When we pulled the boom amidships, the mate exclaimed, 
“My Gawd, boy! ye’ll be a sailor yet.” 

Two compliments in one day, and the first I had received 
since coming aboard, gave me the satisfying feeling that I 
was at last making good. Eight bells soon rang and I went 
to dinner with a good appetite. 

It was my wheel from 2 P.M to 4 P.M. and when I took 
hold of the spokes we were well down the Potomac and the 
waves were very high—enough to make the Floyd pitch a 
good deal. The pilot’s boat still towed astern, with too much 
rope, yawing and surging back and forth over the waves, 
with each swing, shipping more or less water. I motioned to 
the pilot to come aft and look after his boat, which he did, 
immediately pulling in all of the extra rope and making her 
fast as short as possible. There was quite a lot of water in her 
causing her to roll from side to side quite heavily. He had 
no sooner taken his position on top of the house again than 
there was a report over the stern like the sound of a rifle. I 
turned just in time to see the boat fill and capsize, rolling 
bottom-side up. An extra large wave, raising our stern high 
in the air, had jerked the boat up with us, and being half- 
full of water had parted the painter and she was a derelict 
in the middle of the Potomac with a high sea running. 

The pilot ran to the cabin door, calling, “Oh Cap’n! 
Cap’n! My boat done broke her paintah! Fo’ de lub 0? God, 
sah! please t? hurry up on de deck an put de schoonah about 
an’ try fo’ t’ git ma los’ boat, fo’ it’s all dat dis nigga hab got 
in dis wide, wide wo’ld.” 
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The captain was not long in getting on deck and looking 
at the boat astern and then at the waves, turned to the pilot 
and said: 

“Yer don’t think for an instant that I’m goin’ t? put th? 
schoonah abaout for yer boat, dew yer? Not I! Not I! We’re 
bound for New York an I won’t be delayed in this breeze 
for eny rowboat.” 

The pilot wrung his hands in misery and pleaded with 
tears that actually rolled down his cheeks. 

“Oh, Cap’n! Doan yo’ go fo’ t? say dat. Yo’ all take de 
berry bread out’n dis nigga’s mouf. Please lowah de long- 
boat an’ try t’ bring heah back t’ me. Dat’s all I’se got an’ 
how is dis nigga gwine t’ git back home ef he ain’t got no 
boat. Tell me dat.” 

“HHaow d’ya? think we c’n put a boat ovah in this sea,” 
said the captain. “Besides, who undah God’s heavens would 
volunteer to risk their lives even ef we got her ovaboard?” 

The look on the pilot’s face was more than I could stand. 
He was surely an object of pity, so I spoke up, “Captain, Pll 
go, for one.” 

The captain looked astern, at the Daley, and took a sur- 
vey of surroundings in general, and then asked if I was will- 
ing to risk my life in an attempt to pick up the pilot’s boat 
and on my assuring him that I would go, he went forward, 
reluctantly, keeping his eye on the Daley all the while. Evi- 
dently he decided to try it for he brought back Bill and the 
mate. After talking the matter over with the mate they de- 
cided to come about and sail to the capsized boat, heave to, 
and lower the longboat hanging from the stern davits, row 
to the wreck, roll her over, right side up, bail out the water 
and tow her back. 

Taking the lashings from the longboat we put in the oars, 
a bailer and a spare rope for towing. At that time sailing 
vessels were not equipped with spare boats, fully provi- 
sioned, or provided with releasing tackles, as they are now. 
When our schooner ran into the wind, to windward of the 
pilot’s boat, we (the mate, Bill and myself) climbed into our 


72 Tue MakiING OF A SAILOR 


boat hanging at the davit falls. Ours were the, old-time, 
dumb-sheave blocks, with a clumsy hook, one of which was 
hooked into a ring at the stem and the other in the stern and 
in lowering a boat into the water with the waves as high 
as they were running at that time, both blocks must neces- 
sarily be simultaneously unhooked or there was great danger 
of being thrown into the sea when the waves receded, should 
one block, only, be unhooked, then the other end of the boat 
would hang in the air. The mate took his seat in the stern, 
Bill was amidships and I sat in the bow. 

The captain and cook were stationed on the port quarter, 
holding the fall of the stern davit tackle, while the pilot 
took the starboard side holding the fall to our bow. I was 
given positive instructions to unhook the block just as soon 
as we should strike the water and Bill was told to stand by 
with an oar to keep us from being caught under the stern of 
the schooner. The tackles must be watched, when unhooked, 
that they didn’t catch under the thwarts or gunwale. We 
must watch ourselves and be quick with our oars, etc. These 
instructions were repeated time and again by the captain as 
he held us suspended from the davits. When all was ready, 
the captain, watching the waves for the right time to lower, 
sang out, “Lower away, all!” We began to descend and 
swing with the roll of the schooner. A mighty wave, coming 
up from under the schooner’s stern, was our resting place. 
We were not lowered so very far when my block became slack 
and giving it a good shake and a pull on the tackle it was 
released nicely from the ring. There was no trouble with 
the mate at the stern and I thought we were clear of the 
schooner, but the next rising wave swept us under the stern, 
scraping the transom, and we were nearly swamped. When 
the wave receded I managed to put out my oar and swing 
the bow off a little and we were soon clear of the schooner. 

The mate, in the stern-sheets, used an oar as a steering- 
oar over the stern and soon had us pointed for the capsized 
boat some hundred yards away to leeward. On came the 
waves, raising our bow almost perpendicular, when it seemed 
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that the waves would surely break over the stern and fill the 
boat; but we would clear them and the next moment the bow 
would settle while the stern would keep on rising until one 
would think it would come end-over-end and throw us all 
into the sea. 

Bill was not much of an oarsman for we were no sooner 
clear from the schooner than he “caught a crab,” i.e., he 
couldn’t keep his oar free from the water, and the mate sang 
out: “Here! Here! Don’t try any of that stuff ag’in or ye’ll 
be makin’ a swim fer the pilot’s boat. Watch yerself!” 

It was no easy matter to pull an oar under those condi- 
tions. I had been in a dory off Cottage City, Martha’s Vine- 
yard, when it was all I could do to keep my seat in the ocean 
swell; but there was no wind blowing against the current 
such as we were now battling with and this was an experi- 
ence I shall never forget. We were getting along, quite well, 
when a sudden choppy wave arose, as we were pulling, lift- 
ing Bill’s oar and oarlock free from the gunwale. It came 
so quickly that he lost his balance as he braced himself for a 
pull and he fell backwards, over the thwart, into the bottom 
of the boat. His feet were higher than his head and he floun- 
dered about before he recovered himself, losing hold of the 
oar, which was twisted from his grasp. The mate pulled in 
his oar and tried to catch the floating oar as I pulled at the 
bow. The wave balanced the boat just right for a spin around 
with the result that we headed for the trough of the sea. The 
oar eluded his grasp and he nearly fell overboard while the 
wind carried us farther away. Before Bill had regained his 
seat we were in the trough and had shipped a tubful of 
water over the rail, which nearly swamped us. Here, the 
mate gave utterance to his feelings in very impressive lan- 
guage, of which Bill was the recipient. Grabbing him by his 
coat collar, in no gentle manner, he pulled him from the seat 
and flung him into the stern-sheets of the boat as if he had 
been a bundle of canvas or merely a wet dog and told him to 
sit there until he was wanted. 

Taking Bill’s place with the steering oar, it was some time 
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before we could turn the boat and a much longer time be- 
fore we succeeded in picking up the oar. After regaining it, 
the mate and Bill exchanged seats again and once more we 
headed for the derelict. The wind in our favor helped amaz- 
ingly, but at times we could do nothing save hold on to the 
thwarts or slip off. Upon reaching the capsized boat we en- 
countered more difficulties for it was impossible to get near 
enough to work to advantage. We couldn’t get alongside for 
there was nothing to hold to except the keel, which was bot- 
tom up, and there was too much beam to hold on with our 
hands, consequently we must work at the stern of the boat, 
pitching up and down. After a good half-hour of hard work 
we succeeded in rolling the boat right side up, but the next 
wave completely rolled her over again and holding on in an 
effort to keep her right side up we were nearly swamped and 
were obliged to abandon our work. 

The mate, not in the best of humor, for we were now wet 
through to the skin, from the splash of the waves, finally 
said: 

“To hell with th’ boat! There’s no such thing as right’n’ 
her in this sea an’ ef we keep on we'll all be overboard next. 
Let’s see ef we c’n tow her.” 

Whereupon we bent the spare line to the painter of the 
pilot’s boat, making it fast in the stern of our boat, and put 
out our oars. The Floyd was quite a distance to windward. 
It was a hard pull and no sooner did we pick up the slack of 
the towrope than Bill threw up, in a fit of seasickness, and 
vomited all over the boat. He was a sight and absolutely of 
no account. Again the mate threw him into the stern-sheets, 
in a heap, and the poor fellow simply lay where he was 
thrown, rolling from side to side as we continued to bob 
around with the waves. The mate took Bill’s oar and with 
clinched teeth, heaped curses on Bill, the pilot and every- 
body. Bending his back, as his oar dipped, this mighty Sam- 
son of a man expected me to keep up with him. He didn’t 
have long to pull before the wind caught the bow, in his 
favor, and pull as hard as I could there was no such thing 
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as pointing up again and I was at his mercy and like Bill, my 
work was all in vain, and it was as much as we could do to 
keep clear of the capsized boat, let alone trying to tow it. 
He then turned on me with his adjectives, exclaiming in 
part: 

“Now what in hell is the matter with you? Can’t ye keep 
her straight? or are ye like Bill, too sick t? row? Why didja 
tell th’ cap’n ye wanted t’ lower th’ boat an’ go with another 
man? Another man! M-A-N! (spelling the word). Do ye 
git it? A fine specimen of a man you are an’ ye drug me into 
et with ye. Why in hell I came with ye is more’n I know; 
an’ all fer a nigger pilot! Ef et was a white man’s boat I 
wouldn’t keer, but t’ lower a boat fer a nigger, in a sea like 
this, takes th’ cake, with a couple of sick pills that calls them- 
selves men. This is th’ worst voyage I ever was on and ef 
Gawd almighty’ll spare me till I git home, one thing’s cer- 
tain, [1] quit the sea fer good!” 

And so he ranted, cursing his luck, abusing first Bill and 
then me. I pulled away at my oar in silence until my arms 
were so tired that I could scarcely lift it free from the water. 
On the crest of each wave he would glance over his shoulder, 
in the direction of the Floyd, to see if we were making any 
progress with our tow. It was plain to be seen that we were 
not and it finally dawned on the mate that we were pulling 
in vain. At last he stopped rowing. 

“Et’s no use, boy,” he said. “We haven’t gained a foot an’ 
ye may as well take et easy till th’ cap’n sees we ain’t doin’ 
nothin’. Why in hell he hasn’t seen that we haven’t been 
makin’ any headway with th’ tow, is more’n I know, an’ he 
might of known we couldn’t tow her.” 

After this speech I could have gotten down on my knees 
to him, for it was impossible for me to last much longer and 
my hands were in a cramp from holding the oar so tightly, 
consequently I was relieved both mentally and physically. 

It was probably a quarter of an hour before the captain 
became aware that we were simply riding the waves, but at 
last he gave the Floyd a weather helm and off before it she 
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came, going to leeward of us in a big circle before he jibed, 
and with sheets eased off headed for us evidently intending 
to pick us up as he sailed by. 

The cook stood just abaft of the fore-rigging, on the star- 
board side, brandishing a heaving-line over his head most 
frantically to show his intention of throwing it as they sailed 
by. The heaving-line was not the regulation size but was a 
spare rope or jigger-tackle fall and entirely too heavy to 
throw very far, consequently, when the schooner came up as 
close as she could, the distance was too great and it was a 
sorry throw for he missed us by twenty feet. The schooner 
went into the wind, but she had so much headway that the 
captain again wore ship to make a second trial, which was 
much better, but the F/oyd had more headway than he reck- 
oned and when the cook threw the rope it went over my 
shoulders and I only managed to catch the end with hardly 
enough rope to make fast. However, I succeeded in passing 
a turn under the forward thwart, as the line became taut, 
and I was forced to hold on for all I had in me, for the 
cook had already made the other end fast to the pinrail and 
there was no time to slack away as the schooner forged 
ahead. Both ends being fast, our boat took up the strain and, 
sailing at right angles to us, I expected the rope to part 
before the mate could turn our boat. 

We were handicapped inasmuch as the pilot’s boat was 
towing astern, and rising on top of a huge wave our bow 
went completely under, but I held the turn determined not 
to give any slack. We went through the crest of the wave, 
shipping much water, and going over the wave headed di- 
rectly for the schooner’s side like a meteor. The stern of the 
schooner rose above the water and I looked under her 
counter, which seemed like a death trap for us. If we should 
shoot under and the schooner came down upon us, our boat 
would certainly be stove to pieces. Meanwhile, the mate was 
exerting all his strength to pull the stern around and IJ held 
the bare end of the rope in my hands determined to hold on 
to the last. There was no time to wonder what one should do 
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under such conditions. One thing was certain, we were going 
to hit the schooner, good and hard, and I braced myself for 
the shock. 

The schooner’s stern, which 2 moment before seemed so 
high, suddenly settled in the waves and rolled towards us. 
The bow, of course, was lifted in the air and jerking our bow 
partly around we struck the schooner a glancing blow that 
stove in our port gunwale at the bow. The crash was so great 
that I was thrown out of the boat against the schooner’s side. 
I released my hold, as it was evident that the bow of our boat 
was completely smashed in. There was no time to think of 
the mate and Bill and as I hit the side of the schooner, my 
arm encircled a stanchion in the taffrail around the quarter 
and as the wave receded it left me high in the air as the 
schooner rolled away to port. 

The captain and cook had evidently expected an accident 
for they were both standing by and before I actually knew 
what had happened they had pulled me over the rail. 

I tried to explain that I couldn’t account for dropping the 
rope and leaving the mate and Bill in a wrecked boat, but 
the captain remarked, 

“Et was a good thing ye let go when ye did or there would 
be no boat.” 

The longboat, it seemed, was not damaged as much as I 
had thought, for she was riding the waves apparently all 
right. We could see poor Bill’s white face as he tried to hold 
his head up and bail out the water while the mate, with an 
oar, was keeping clear of the pilot’s boat. No doubt the mate 
was cursing me for deserting him in this hour of trial, but I 
was too far away to hear him. To say the least it was not an 
enviable position for anyone to be placed in. 

In the meantime, the captain had again wore ship and we 
were circling around the disabled boats. This time he decided 
to come from their lee, alongside, or to windward, and drift 
back to them. He timed her to a nicety so that when we had 
lost headway we were alongside all right. Another rope was 
thrown them which was made fast to the bow in the long- 
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boat. The mate then called for another for the capsized boat, 
saying that he would bend it to the davit tackle and we could 
hoist the bow enough to spill the water, which we did and 
she was soon floating right side up again. The longboat was 
not damaged much below the water-line and while she 
showed a badly splintered bow Bill had no trouble in keep- 
ing her clear from water. We soon had the longboat hang- 
ing from the davits again and I, for one, was mighty glad 
that all were safe aboard the Floyd again. 

The negro pilot was very jubilant and profuse in his 
thanks to us all for getting his boat back. Every action 
showed a marked degree of happiness and a broad smile, 
exposing a double row of white teeth, transformed his face. 
I watched this happy negro from the wheel, as he walked 
to-and-fro on the deck of the house, a great deal more, I am 
afraid, than I watched the compass. So happy was he that I 
could hear him singing and whistling to himself, now and 
again rubbing his hands and slapping his thighs, while at 
every turn his feet apparently got beyond his control, shuf- 
fling a jig-step or two, not unlike a child with Saint Vitus’s 
dance. 

Finally he broke out into a tune, marking time with his 
step and a swag of his shoulders, swaying his body and 
swinging his arms and hands, acting a pantomime, as it 
seemed, for my special benefit. Now and then I would catch 
a smile which always broadened into a grin culminating in a 
nervous laugh. 

After the sun went down the wind gradually decreased 
and the waves, which an hour ago were so high, assumed a 
more usual motion. The pilot finally abandoned his walk on 
the house and coming aft, paced the deck in front of the 
wheel, still singing as he walked. He was certainly very 
amusing and as he sang he kept up his pantomimical actions 
in a song that made a lasting impression as the words were as 
comical as his gestures. 
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Said I, Day-id Crock-et,you’re a Ten-nes-see Screa-mah, 


for ee eee 
He hauled off an’ he hit mein the wee-mah. I drewbackan’ I 
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hit him in de _ wiz-zen, He bit off mah head an’ 


I swal - lowed his’n an’ we both locked arms, But we 


neb - bacould a- gree fo’ t’ leab each ud-der be, so, I 
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knocked him to de hap - py land ob Hop - te - doo - den-doo. 


The pilot turned to me, as he finished, with a wicked look 
in his eye and doubling up his fist, feinting at an imaginary 
object, exclaimed: 

“Tse a bad niggah, I am! Bettah go hide yo’ face, Mr. 
Crocket, an’? doan yo’ ’proach dis niggah too neah.” Biff!— 
If Mr. Crocket had been within reach of his fist he certainly 
would have been counted out. 

As soon as the waves permitted he took his leave, thanking 
us all for the assistance rendered, as he pulled away in his 
boat. 

Having been delayed about three hours on his account, 
the captain decided to come to an anchor at the mouth of the 
Potomac, as he was uncertain of the way over the shoals of 
the Chesapeake at night. Our mainsail was left standing and 
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at 2 A.M. the next morning we hove up anchor and got under 
way for an early start. Sailing down the Chesapeake with no 
further incident, we passed Cape Charles on Wednesday, at 
2 a.M. where we took a fine breeze up the coast, overhauling 
sail after sail, there being nothing in the fleet that could catch 
us. We passed in at Sandy Hook, about noon, October 25, 
and hailed a towboat which proved to be the E. H. Coffin, 
the same tug that towed us out. 

We gave her our line, for the wind was fast dying out, 
but before we reached East River, the captain of the Coffin 
hailed us saying that he was short of water and unless the 
wind picked up again he would be unable to tow us through 
Hell Gate. Captain Winslow didn’t want to be delayed and 
so asked him to “Hold all” for he was certain we would have 
plenty of wind in the river which would carry us through 
and after leaving Corlear’s Hook we did pick up a little 
breeze that filled our sails and lasted till we were well into 
the East Channel and nearly beyond Blackwell’s Island. 
Here we struck a head tide and the captain of the towboat 
again called to us saying that he would be unable to tow us 
through. 

Standing at the knight-heads, with his speaking trumpet, 
Captain Winslow called out lustily: “Hold on! Ye c’n make 
it all right. Ye’re gainin’ all th’ time. Don’t give up naow. 
Ye’ll soon be through. Hold on a little longer,” etc. 

Our little “cat’s paw” of a breeze finally died out and the 
towboat merely kept a strain on our line, not exerting herself 
in the least, while we drifted back, with the tide, nearly a 
mile or so, the captain all the while calling to the towboat not 
to give up for the evening breeze would be sure to come. 

After drifting back nearly to the penitentiary we finally 
caught the evening breeze which came in light puffs at first 
but gradually grew into a steady wind. Our sails began to 
fill and the Floyd gathering headway sailed abreast of the 
towboat. Here, Captain Winslow entreated the Coffin not to 
give up, but to try once more, with the result that the slack 
of our line was taken up and going ahead again and holding 
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the breeze the towboat finally pulled us through Hell Gate 
and around Lawrence Point, before letting go. 

Before the evening passed the barometer began to fall and 
the wind hauling to northeast the captain decided to run for 
Huntington Harbor, Long Island, where we arrived about 
midnight and anchored, remaining there till Saturday after- 
noon when we got under way again and arrived at Newport, 
Sunday, November 3, 1875. 

The next day I was paid off at the rate of ten dollars per 
month, the captain explaining that he had promised my 
father that I would not receive any favoritism at his hands 
and that was the reason he was so gruff with me at first. He 
had kept his word, but if I was thinking of going to sea 
again he would like to have me go with him and he prom- 
ised to give me a mate’s berth the following year. All this I 
declined with thanks, for I wanted to make a voyage in a 
“deep-water” ship, and taking my leave of him was more 
impressed with the idea than ever before that a voyage in a 
square-rigger would be my next. 


CHAPTER V 
ABOARD THE SHIP AKBAR 


FTER remaining at home for a week I wrote to my 
uncle Frederick Pease, for whom I was named, at that 
time superintendent of the East Boston Sugar Refinery, 
where vessels unloaded both from Cuba and the East Indies, 
asking if he would interest himself in my behalf, and the 
latter part of November received a reply that through Mr. 
Peabody of the Australian Line, he had secured a position 
for me as ordinary seaman in the ship Adar, then loading 
at Lewis Wharf, Boston, with general cargo, for Melbourne 
and Sydney. I was to report at once. 
On looking up the shipping news in the “Boston Evening 
Journal,” I found where the Akbar was advertised, as fol- 
lows: 


PEABODY’S AUSTRALIAN LINE. 
FOR MELBOURNE AND SYDNEY. 


The Ax clipper ship 
AKBAR, 


Capt. Lamson, succeeding ship MYSTIC BELLE, 
will have quick despatch. Loading berth, Lewis Wharf. 

For freight or passage apply to HENRY W. PEA- 
BODY & CO., 118% Milk Street, corner Battery- 
march street. Messrs. Newell & Co., Consignees at 
Melbourne. 


Advances made on approved consignments. 


Oct cE; 


It didn’t take long to pack my chest and sailor’s bag and 
as the weather was cold I had a good outfit for the winter 
and bidding good-bye to father and mother, I took the 
morning train for Boston. 

The next day my uncle went over to Mr. Peabody’s office 
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with me and I was introduced to him. We were advised to 
go to the ship and meet the captain and on reaching Lewis 
Wharf we walked around the head of the dock to get a good 
look at the Akdar* before going aboard. She was a ship of 
about 1,000 tons with three royal yards, hemp rigged and 
with a bell-shaped bow that showed she would be a com- 
fortable, dry ship. She was nearly loaded and we both com- 
mented that she was a fine-looking vessel. 

Going on board we were just too late to meet Captain 
Lamson, but the mate, Mr. Burris, of Weymouth, met us as 
we walked aft and told us that the captain had left word 
that he was expecting us for Mr. Peabody had told him the 
day before to be on the lookout for his friend’s boy. My 
uncle told the mate that I was the new hand and said that I 


* The name “Akbar” had brought up quite a discussion at home, as to 
where it originated and the meaning of the word, and the encyclopaedia 
supplied the following account: 

“AKBAR. Born at Amarkote,.Sind, India, Oct. 14, 1542; died at 
Agra, India, Oct. 13, 1605. A great Mogul Emperor in India, 1556-1605. 
He was born during the exile of his father, Humayun. After 12 years, 
Humayum recovered the throne of Delhi, but died within a year, when, 
in 1556, Akbar succeeded him, ruling at first under the regency of Bairam 
Khan. In his eighteenth year he threw off this yoke. By war and policy he 
consolidated his power over the greater part of India. 

“He put an end to the conflict between Afghan and Mogul and sought 
to reconcile Hindu and Mohammedan. He interested himself in various 
religions: Brahmanism, Buddhism, Mazdaism, and Christianity and even 
sought to establish a religion of his own. 

“He sought to better his subjects by measures of toleration and im- 
proved social laws. He permitted the use of wine, but punished intoxica- 
tion; tried to stop widow burning; permitted the marriage of Hindu 
widows; forbad the marriage of boys before sixteen and of girls before 
fourteen; to gratify his Hindu subjects prohibited the slaughter of cows; 
had his lands accurately surveyed and statistics taken; constructed roads; 
established a uniform system of weights and measures; and introduced a 
vigorous police. 

“He was sometimes harsh and cruel and is charged with poisoning his 
enemies. The rebellion of his son Selim, later known as Jahangin, was a 
Mohammedan uprising against Akbar’s apostasy. The rebellion was sup- 
pressed and Akbar returned to the faith. He was probably poisoned at the 
instigation of Jahangin.” 
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had just returned from Philadelphia, in the schooner David 
G. Floyd, ete. 

“What’s your name?” asked Mr. Burris. “Ever been to 
sea in a square-rigger?” 

On telling him my name and that I had never been to sea, 
except in the schooner, he made no comment, but was very 
agreeable to my uncle. 

Mr. Burris wore a light, tan-colored overcoat which he 
buttoned up closely about his neck. He was small of stature 
—about five feet six inches tall—of light complexion and 
wore chin whiskers of a reddish hue. He was not the broad- 
shouldered man one would pick for a mate on a deep-water 
ship, in fact, he was quite effeminate in appearance and if it 
were not for his whiskers, he would be the last man to pick 
out for a sailor, although he was very busy about the deck, 
coiling up the ropes along the rail to a uniformity. Looking 
aloft at the main-yard, from which the cargo was being 
loaded on board in slings, he suddenly discovered something 
wrong with the gin-block and leaving us abruptly, he hur- 
ried forward, clumping along the companionway, showing 
that he was lame. His ankles were very stiff and hobbling 
down the ladder to the main-deck below, he accosted the man 
at the guy of the slings in no friendly manner. Turning his 
face towards us so that we could get the full benefit of the 
conversation, we heard him say: 

“T told you yesterday to watch the parceling around the 
main-yard. Now look at it. Damn you! You don’t heave in 
another sling till you go aloft and fix that gin-block prop- 
erly. If I hadn’t seen it you would have let it stay there till 
you had a furrow in that yard as deep as a Jumbo plow path 
on a Down-East farm. You fellows are the limit here in 
Boston. You don’t care for the owner’s interest at all and if 
I had my way there would be no stevedores. I’?d work the 
cargo with the crew and pay them in their monthly pay.” 
So saying he hobbled back to us mumbling to himself as he 
walked. 

Upon reaching us my uncle asked if he had met with an 
accident, as he saw he was very lame. 
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“Yes,” said the mate, “I met with an accident that nearly 
cost me my life. We were lying at anchor in Bombay, wait- 
ing for cargo, and had all the hatches off airing the ship. Not 
this ship. ve only been aboard here a week. It was the ship 
Oliver Cromwell, an old-time ship with stern-windows. 
With stern-windows and cabin doors open, we could get a 
breeze that would suck out all the foul air in no time. One 
night I stepped on the combings of the booby-hatch, when 
my foot slipped and I fell to the bottom of the ship. I must 
have turned a complete somersault, striking the keelson and 
breaking both ankles. They picked me up unconscious and 
rushed me to the hospital. The bones were set all right, I 
guess, but I didn’t stay there long enough. When our ship 
was loaded, the doctor told me if I left the hospital at that 
time I might lose both legs, should I go to sea and attempt 
to perform my duties as mate. When they asked me if I was 
able to go or not, I said I was and so sailed with the ship, 
but I’ve got two stiff ankles to show for my ambition. I 
guess they’ll never be any better now but they are a great 
deal better than no legs, as the doctor would have me be- 
lieve. I’ve got to be very careful about these icy decks, where 
water has been thrown and allowed to freeze, for I can’t 
catch myself as easily as I once could.” Then turning to me, 
he asked, 

“When are you coming aboard 

“When do you want me?” I asked. 

“Well! if you want to begin to-morrow you can go up to 
the shipping office sometime to-day and sign articles and be 
on hand bright and early, for I can keep you busy clearing 
up the decks. She ought to finish loading to-morrow or next 
day.” 

The mate didn’t ask if we cared to see the ship’s cabin or 
the forecastle and so we went ashore, my uncle to his office 
and I to the shipping office, where I signed articles. 

The next morning, December 2, 1875, found me aboard, 
bag and baggage. The mate and I were the only two belong- 
ing to the ship. He kept me busy stowing away wood, dun- 
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nage, clearing the decks, etc., and as there was no cook aboard 
we went ashore and bought our own dinners. 

The next day, the boy, Alonzo Gould, from Lowell, 
came aboard with Captain Lamson and not long after the 
captain came forward and introduced Alonzo as the son of 
a friend. He said that Mr. Peabody had spoken to him about 
me and there was no reason why Alonzo and I shouldn’t get 
along together as we were to occupy the carpenter’s room. 
He had decided not to carry a carpenter on this voyage, say- 
ing that what little carpenter work there was to be done he 
would find a way of doing, either by himself or by us two 
boys. 

Captain Lamson was a man about sixty-four years of age. 
He had been a man-of-war officer during the Civil War and 
was great for discipline. Everything had to be just so—a 
place for everything and everything in its place. He was a 
medium-sized man and like the mate wore chin whiskers, 
which were quite gray, but he always kept them neatly 
brushed. He stood very erect, but was quite nervous, stand- 
ing first on one foot and then on the other as he talked. His 
eyes were a deep blue and his nose rather on the Roman 
order. He wore a gray mustache, stained in front from to- 
bacco chewing, for without exception he chewed more to- 
bacco than any man I ever knew. He would chew away, with 
his mouth full of tobacco juice, never expectorating until he 
wished to say something and then he would run to the rail 
and empty his mouth into the sea ker-plump. 

Alonzo was about my age but heavier in build. While I 
was of light complexion he was the opposite, with black hair, 
bright rosy cheeks and a very pleasant face. 

The mate put us to work sweeping the decks. When we 
had finished I: asked, “What next, Mr. Burris?” 

“Well! you might as well begin all over again. Keep 
sweeping until we finish loading.” 

We took in the last piece of cargo about four o’clock and 
thought we were through with the brooms but Mr. Burris 
told us to begin all over again. 

“See how clean you boys can sweep and don’t forget to 
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reach under the spare spars. The last ship I was in I cut the 
handles off every broom so that you had to bend over. If a 
man sweeps with a long-handled broom he never stoops to 
see under a spar, but with a short handle he can see because 
he is always stooped over. Now this is a warning to you. If 
you can sweep clean there is no use in cutting the handles, 
but just as sure as I find a bunch of dirt under a spar or in a 
corner, II] cut the handles off every broom in the ship.” 

Alonzo and I both laughed as he said it, but the mate 
turned on us, saying, 

“You may think I am joking, but you’ll find I am not, 
before the voyage ends.” 

Alonzo replied, “Then it stands us in hand to always be 
on the stoop—door stoop!” and we both laughed again. 

“Tt?ll be a long time before you get a chance to sit on your 
mother’s stoop, I can tell you,” said the mate, as he walked 
off. 

This tickled Alonzo and we began to count on our fingers 
just how many times we had swept the decks during the day. 
I counted eight but Alonzo swore it was thirteen times. He 
kept us sweeping until six o’clock before he told us to put our 
brooms away and while we were washing our faces and 
hands, before going ashore for supper, he walked forward 
and told us to hurry back from supper. 

“There is no going ashore to-night, boys. I want you both 
aboard as soon as you eat your supper,” said he. 

Now I was counting on spending the last night at my 
uncle’s house, for he had made special arrangements with 
my cousins to give me an evening of music. My cousins 
played the piano and violin very nicely and a friend, who 
sang very well, was going to be there. They had planned to 
give me a good send-off on my last night ashore, so I told 
the mate they were expecting me. 

“Now, look here, young fellow! You’ve signed aboard 
this ship and aboard this ship you’ll stay and if you go home 
to-night you and I will have a falling out.” . 

He turned on his heel and left us, going into the cabin. 

“What are you going to do, Fred?” asked Alonzo. 
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“There’s nothing left for me to do except stay aboard,” I 
replied, and he no doubt saw my disappointment, for he said: 

“T don’t believe he can make you stay here and if I were 
you I’d go anyway. I can’t go home and get back again to- 
night, so T’ll stay and see that no one steals one of our 
anchors. The mate, no doubt, is figuring on going ashore 
himself. We?ll come back after supper and if we see him 
going ashore, you skin out. He won’t be back again before 
midnight and by that time you will be here and fast asleep 
when he arrives.” 

His advice struck me as being all right and we went ashore 
together, taking our time before returning to the ship. The 
mate was watching for us at the head of the gangplank, as 
we came aboard, and without saying anything he watched us 
go into our room and not long after we heard him clumping 
down the gangplank and up the dock. 

Watching my time I soon followed and though late in 
getting to my uncle’s house was repaid by one of the pleas- 
antest evenings of music I had ever had. I got back to the 
ship just as the cabin clock chimed eight bells (midnight) 
and had no difficulty in getting aboard and stealing forward 
without awakening anybody and no one was any the wiser, 
except Alonzo, that I had been away from the ship. 

We were called by the mate at six o’clock the next morn- 
ing and while dressing Alonzo said: “Well! I guess you can 
take your brooms and sweep the decks. Mind! you bend your 
backs and see that all the dirt is swept from under the spars 
or I?ll cut your broom handles off before we leave the dock,” 
and going on deck he shuffled his feet with a stiff ankle, 
imitating the mate to perfection. Sure enough, on going aft, 
Mr. Burris greeted us with the very words we were looking 
for and consequently we were not disappointed. 

At eight o’clock we went ashore for our breakfast for the 
last time, for the crew came aboard about eleven o’clock. 
They were in. very good condition, for while the most of 
them were feeling the effects of their last drink ashore, there 
were none unable to attend to orders given. The second 
mate, an Irishman, who went by the name of Mr. Sanborn, 
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was a typical second mate on the bulldog order. His head 
had a port list, growing abruptly from his shoulders, which 
were unusually broad, showing him to be a powerful and 
strongly built man. Coming aboard with the crew, his first 
orders were: 

“You, men! Get into your working clothes as soon as pos- 

sible. We expect the towboat here at any moment and I want 
everything ready to let go as soon as she is alongside.” This 
was not said in any female voice. Far from it! It was an 
order that one heard and it couldn’t be mistaken. The man 
‘issued the order authoritatively and when I said to Alonzo, 
“Gee! I hope I don’t get in his watch,” he replied: “I don’t 
know! I think I had rather have him for a boss than the 
mate. I think the mate is a regular grandmother and would 
keep a boy sweeping the decks until we reached Melbourne 
and that’s all he would know about sailorizing. I’ll take my 
chance with the second mate for I want to know something 
about a ship before we get back.” 

“Believe me, Alonzo! Youll know more about a ship 
before you reach Melbourne,” said I; and so we commented 
while the crew were changing their clothes. Before they came 
on deck the towboat Elsie came alongside to tow us to sea. 
It was a beautiful day; quite warm, but with very little 
wind. There was no attempt made to loose the sails and as 
the men appeared we were told to take in the fenders and 
extra moorings. I stood on the topgallant forecastle, hold- 
ing the turn of the bow line as the Elsie backed us out. My 
cousins were on the dock giving me a hearty “Good-bye, 
Fred,” as we were clear from the dock. 

Here we had to stop, for there was a big, new ship enter- 
ing the other side of Lewis Wharf. Her spars were all 
scraped and oiled and the new manila rope against the black, 
fresh-tarred hemp shrouds, stood out in great contrast. She 
was a ship that one would stop and look over for her fine 
qualities as a sailer. The name Samar stood out in gilded 
letters on her bow, as she passed us. A main-skysail-yard 
ship hailing from Bath, Maine, and many were the com- 
ments from the sailors regarding her good qualities as we 
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were being towed down the harbor. On arriving at the roads, 
about noon, we dropped anchor in a calm and the captain 
went ashore in the Elsie.* 

After dinner we were all assembled at the main hatch 
where Mr. Burris gave us a little talk concerning the voyage 
we were just entering on. 

“T called you men here,” said the mate, “because we are 
about to sail on a long voyage. There are two parts to this 
ship—forward and aft. The officers live aft and I distinctly 
want it understood that we both live in our respective places. 
I don’t mean that we expect to make this ship a “hell ship” 
by any means. You’ll find that this ship is a comfortable 
ship. We don’t propose to ask anything unreasonable of you 
men, but do expect, when an order is given, that you will act 
promptly and quickly with the working of the ship. 

“This ship, like all others, must be manned by the men 
and you are called here to be selected in your respective 
watches. As mate of the port watch I will choose the first 
man and Mr. Sanborn, second mate, will have the next choice 
for the starboard watch and we will choose alternately till 
the last man is selected.” 

So saying he looked over the men before him and finally 
said: 

“T choose you,” pointing his finger to a fine specimen of 
manhood. “What’s your name?” 

“Hans, sir,” he replied. 

“Tet me have your knife,” requested the mate, who stood 
on top of the main-hatch, with a hammer in his hand, which 
he was all the while turning and twisting. Upon receiving 
the sheath-knife, which is as much a part of a sailor’s uni- 
form as his overalls and is always carried in a sheath or scab- 
bard, hanging from a strap about the waist and back of the 
hips, where it is handy for cutting a rope, for a sailor is not 
dressed without his knife, the mate put the point of the 
knife across the iron band on top of the combings of the 


* My cousin Ed Pease was mate of her at that time and later her cap- 
tain. 
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hatch and struck a sharp blow with the hammer, breaking off 
the point. 

“You probably didn’t have the mate, in your last ship, 
break the point off your knife,” said Mr. Burris. “But I 
always keep a ship sweet and clean by seeing that every knife 
aboard the ship has no point. This is for your own protec- 
tion. If you get into a fight with a shipmate you know you 
can’t stick him with your knife or he, you. Knowing this you 
both will fight like men and use your fists, the weapons God 
has given you to fight with.” 

Returning the knife to Hans, he was told to stand over to 
the port rail and I marvelled at the broad shoulders and big 
hands and arms of this Norwegian as he turned and walked 
away to the rail. 

The second mate then chose Jim Dunn, a fine specimen of 
Irish manhood. His knife was broken in the same manner 
and he was told to stand over to the starboard rail. With each 
alternate choice the crew was divided into port and starboard 
watches. There were seven of us in each watch. I was chosen 
by the mate and Alonzo was taken by the second mate. 

Here the mate addressed us: “Boys! Just a word before 
you go. First, we will start this voyage, watch and watch 
(four hours work and four hours sleep, through the day). 
I propose to make this ship an easy ship for you and you are 
the ones to say whether you want it or not. If you do your 
part as sailors should, all will be well with me. But just as 
sure as you fellows don’t appreciate a good ship there will be 
no watch and watch and I’ll see that every damned man 
earns his passage to Melbourne.” 

He then turned to the second mate, saying, “Do you wish 
to address the men, Mr. Sanborn?” 

“No, sir,” said the second mate, “I think you have said 
all that is necessary, except that while we lay here at anchor 
the men will have all night in, but we will keep an anchor 
watch.” 

After giving us our instructions the mates went aft to- 
gether, leaving us to ourselves. Going forward I followed 
the men into the forecastle. A big Irishman by the name of 
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O’Rourke, was much put out by having his knife point 
broken and was saying as I entered, “I don’t know phat ye’s 
fellers tink about it, an’ I haven’t been to sea for ten years, 
but fifteen years ago I sailed in the ships Live Yankee* and 
the Phantom and if ships of that caliber can make a viage 
widout breakin’ our knives, why in the bloody hell does an’ 
old tub like this wan want to do it? It don’t look good t’ me, 
at all! at all! an’ I miss moy guess ef we don’t have troubles 
wid th’? bloody mate before we git t? Melbourne.” There 
were a number who voiced the same opinion. I had been in 
the forecastle about fifteen minutes when I heard the mate 
calling me. 

“Here I am, sir,” I replied, going on deck. He was stand- 
ing by the main-hatch, talking to Alonzo, and asking him 
what was wanted he broke out, saying: 

“Took here, young fellow! Don’t ever let me catch you 
in that fo’c’sle again. I’ve given you a room by yourself, 
away from those old sailors, and you and Alonzo are to have 
nothing to do with them whatever. I don’t want you to get 
your head filled with old sailor’s notions and tricks and if 
you are counting on following the sea, the less you have to 
do with them the better. I’d find you there I thought and 
that is the reason I am here to tell you. You’ll never amount 
to anything if you hang around the fo’c’sle all the time. 
You’ll get into their lazy habits and the first thing you know 
you won’t be worth a tinker’s damn and I warn you—stay 
away from ’em!” 

“What’s a tinker’s damn, Mr. Burris?” asked Alonzo. 

“Tt’s a wim-wam for a goose’s bridle, damn you! and 
don’t you put your head in it,” said the mate. 

He left us abruptly, going aft to his room. 


* The Live Yankee was an extreme clipper ship, of 1,637 tons, built in 
1853, by Horace Merriman, at Rockland, Maine. She was sold by her 
builders to Geo. W. Brown and others of New York, and soon after to 
Foster & Nickerson of New York. On her first voyage to San Francisco, 
she logged 18 knots and in one day made 327 miles, under command of 
Capt. E. A. Thorndike. She loaded at Liverpool for Kurachee, India, 
sailed June 26, 1861, and was wrecked on the coast of Galacia. The chief 
officer and six of the crew were drowned. 
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“T rather got his goat, didn’t I?” said Alonzo. 

“TI think you did,” said I. “But I’d be careful and not get 
him down on you or he’ll make life miserable for you when 
we are outside.” 

“What can he do with me? I’m not in his watch. I?ll be 
asleep when he’s on deck. He won’t dare to haze me for he 
knows I stand close to the captain and I don’t believe the 
captain will stand for any hazing from him,” reasoned 
Alonzo. 

“Well! I can see that he makes you sweep the deck with a 
aa a broom,” said I, and we both laughed at the 
idea. 

The next day being Sunday, there was no work for the 
crew except that we were called at six in the morning and 
pumped the ship before breakfast. While the pumps were 
working, Alonzo and I were busy with our brooms giving 
the decks an extra Sunday sweep. After breakfast we put in 
our time learning the different ropes leading to the belaying- 
pins along the rail, etc. Here we saw a small brig coming in 
from sea, with all sail set, and while we watched her clew up 
the royal and topgallant sails, as she approached, we laughed 
at the pocket-handkerchief sails compared with ours. Run- 
ning past us she went into the wind and dropped her anchor 
just ahead of us and I read the name on the stern Lizzie J. 
Bigelow of Provincetown.* 

“Well, I declare!” said I to Alonzo, “That brig used to 
be a whaler, but I see she has a deck-load of Southern pine 
and no doubt she is in the merchant service now. She was a 
‘hell ship’ on her maiden voyage. My brother Wiley shipped 
on her and was unable to get his discharge. He joined her on 
her first voyage with a 210th lay. The yarns he told regard- 
ing the hardships the crew were subjected to would turn 


* The Lizzie J. Bigelow, 176 tons, was built in Pembroke, Massachu- 
setts, in 1868, and floated through a channel in the marshes to deep water. 
She was fitted out at Provincetown, Massachusetts, in July, 1869, and was 
commanded by Capt. Josiah Cook of Provincetown. She went ashore at 
Point Allerton, Hull, Massachusetts, at the southern entrance to Boston 
Harbor, February 12, 1885, where she pounded to pieces, Charles E. and 
Benjamin Fabens, of Salem, Massachusetts, were her last owners. 
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your stomach. When once aboard there was no such thing 
as getting ashore again. The meat was poor and rotten and 
the hard-tack full of skippers. She sailed the Southern seas 
and when short of water called at islands where the men, 
couldn’t get away. They were given no money with which 
they might buy fruit on such trips, consequently there was 
more or less scurvy aboard. The second year things were so 
bad that the men refused to report whales from the mast- 
head and many a whale was allowed to pass unmolested that 
might have been caught. During the two years he was on her 
he ran away six times only to be caught and brought back to 
the ship. 

“He ran away from the ship upon arriving at the Isle of 
Grande, below Rio de Janeiro, where he lived among the 
Portuguese for a few days, only to be sold back by them to 
the captain when the vessel was ready for sea again. Then 
they cruised the South Atlantic as far south as the Falkland 
Islands and north again to St. Helena, where he again took 
French leave. Making his way up the mountain, he lived on 
berries, hiding in the shrubbery over night, but was caught 
the next day and taken aboard the ship. Then there was a 
long cruise from St. Helena to Cape of Good Hope and up 
the west coast of Africa to the Cape Verde Islands. Scurvy 
broke out among the men and here the crew went aft in a 
body demanding better grub. The captain heard their com- 
plaint and said, ‘In future, you men will have the same kind 
of food that the officers and I have,’ and in less than a half- 
hour he gave orders to square away for Barbados. Running 
to the westward for two weeks, without a change of food, 
they made Barbados and anchored off Bridgetown. Here ten 
sick men left the vessel and strange to say the captain made 
no effort to bring them back but reported to the United 
States Consul that these men had deserted. Shipping a new 
crew the brig left the island and the captain no doubt was 
glad to be rid of the men who were in a sick and disabled 
condition. 

“My brother was one of the ten and coming down with 
the scurvy he reported to the American Consul, who con- 
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ferred with the head physician of the Marine Hospital, 
where he was taken care of for three weeks. On getting his 
release from the hospital he again went to the consul for aid 
in securing passage to the United States. Being without 
money and none too well dressed the American Consul 
would have nothing to do with him, classifying him as a 
deserter. 

“Thrown on his own resources and half starved, he man- 
aged to get enough work to live on the island for nearly 
three months and finally got away by shipping aboard the 
bark Elora, a lime-juicer, of Liverpool, England, bound for 
St. Thomas, Virgin Islands, for orders. It was a heavenly 
home for him after the hardships encountered on the 
whaler. Arriving at St. Thomas, they took orders for Ponce 
de Leon, Porto Rico, where they loaded sugar for St. John, 
New Brunswick. From there he shipped in a big fore-and- 
after, the Helen G. King, for Calais, Maine, where they 
loaded lumber for New York, and that is how he managed 
to get home after being away three years. 

“You never know from the looks of a vessel how they 
will treat you when a member of the crew. She is a beautiful 
model, but I am glad that ll get my supper aboard the 
Akbar and that we are not outward bound to cruise for 
whales.” 

Sunday evening the wind hauled to the northeast, with 
snow and rain, and the mate gave the ship thirty fathoms of 
chain. 

A, word here will not be amiss concerning our windlass, 
which was the common type of that day. It was made from 
a solid oak tree and was turned out similar to any round 
piece of timber from the turning lathe. Instead of a lathe, 
the timber was turned on a frame, by four men. This frame, 
or skid, was well greased, enabling the heavy stick to be 
turned as the hewer requested and after being shaped it was 
fitted with iron bands and angle irons where the cable came 
over. 

There were four turns of the cable around the windlass, 
for each anchor. If the port anchor was being hove in, the 
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starboard cable was slackened over the windlass and thrown 
over an iron bar above the windlass which ran through the 
carrick-bitts, one for each end and about a foot or more above 
the windlass. Being raised above, it slipped around as the 
windlass turned. 

On Monday morning all hands were called at five o’clock 
to heave in the thirty fathoms of chain that we had let out 
the night before. Our chain was much heavier than the one 
used on the David G. Floyd and while one man could take 
care of the chain, behind the windlass, on the Floyd, it took 
three of us to pull the cable back and coil, or flake it, on the 
chain-rack, which was made of two-inch plank and was about 
ten by five feet square and raised from the deck just enough 
to allow the water to run freely underneath. 

There were two racks, one for each chain, placed on each 
side of the fore-hatch, while the anchors were hanging at the 
bow. When a vessel goes to sea the chain is unshackled and 
stowed in the chain-locker, beneath the deck, while the 
anchors are brought inboard and lashed on top of the top- 
gallant forecastle. 

Andy, Alonzo and I were employed in pulling the chain 
back from the windlass as it came in. The first layer on the 
chain-rack runs fore and aft and the next goes across, or 
athwartship, starting aft and working forward, so that when 
the anchor is dropped the chain runs out smoothly. The third 
layer is like the first and the fourth like the second and in 
this manner the chain is bound at every layer without fear 
of falling down. The links are pulled back by means of a 
chain-hook, to insure one’s hands from being bruised, but 
although my hands were hardened and calloused, the work 
was very severe on them. Poor Alonzo’s hands were soon 
blistered and bleeding, the cold, chilly morning adding to 
his discomfort. We were both glad when the mate sang out 
“Avast heaving.” 

I gave my prescription for blistered hands to Alonzo, 
which was the same that the cook of the Floyd told me to 
use, 7.¢., stick them into salt brine. He tried it, but only with 
one hand, preferring to wrap them up with linen rags. 
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We were still at anchor on Tuesday and the crew were 
employed in the rigging. The next day the men were called 
at five o’clock in the morning to give the ship thirty fathoms 
of chain. A good deal of snow had fallen during the night 
and the decks were very slippery. A strong northeast wind 
was blowing almost a gale. 

The ship was surging and swinging at her chain and a 
couple of turns were raised from the windlass to allow the 
chain to run freely. (The A&dar was an old-time ship with 
hand-brakes heaving up and down and not connected with 
the capstan. Nor had we a donkey-engine like most of the 
modern ships.) Snow and ice were in the chain and it started 
with a run, going over the windlass as though it had been 
greased. It didn’t take long to run off the chain from the 
rack and the mate called for a fender to jam against the 
windlass. Pat, a fine, large Irishman, jumped on top of the 
chain, in an effort to hold it, but his feet were knocked from 
under him and falling on the running cable he was carried 
to the windlass where his leg was caught, breaking the bone 
and tearing the limb completely off below the knee. So 
great was the force that he was carried clear over the top of 
the windlass against the heel of the bowsprit. His sufferings 
were something awful. I turned my face away from the 
scene while the men rushed to his assistance. 

I saw big Hans running forward with a spar-fender, to 
stop the cable, in answer to the mate’s order, but how they 
succeeded in stopping the running cable I didn’t look to see. 
Poor Pat’s groans were a little more than I could stand at 
that moment and I didn’t fully recover until the cable was 
secure. In the meantime Pat was carried to the cabin by four 
sailors, where a tourniquet was placed around his leg to stop 
the flow of blood. We all went aft, in a body, only to be told 
to keep out and go forward. Here the second mate discov- 
ered two extra men among us who were stowaways. They 
were from the North Street Boarding House and had come 
on board with the sailors, intending to hide below in the 
cargo until we were out to sea; but the cries of Pat got the 
best of their curiosity and brought them from their hiding. 
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The mate upon hearing there were two stowaways on 
board, called to the second mate: “Give those stowaways 
something to do. Make them sweep down, fore and aft. Pl 
have no one aboard who doesn’t earn his passage.” 

“Better cut the handles, Mr. Burris,” said Alonzo. “My 
broom was too long.” 

“A good idea! Suppose you cut it,” said the mate; where- 
upon Alonzo gave me the wink and going forward soon 
returned with a broom from which he had sawed off two- 
thirds of the handle. 

“Here’s your broom, Mr. Burris,” said Alonzo. 

“Fine! Dll see how they sweep and if they don’t do better 
than you, I’1l give it to the one that needs it,” said the mate, 
and without further comment he took the broom into his 
room while the stowaways began sweeping and were kept 
busy till breakfast time. 

While we were at breakfast the Elsie came alongside with 
supplies for the cook and we were immediately called to give 
a hand with the meat and groceries while Pat was being 
removed from the cabin, for the mates decided to send him 
to the hospital. We lowered him in a canvas sling to the 
deck of the towboat, where he was taken below. 

The rolling of the Elsie gave him much pain, while he 
was being steadied before he was finally landed, and he kept 
calling out, “For God’s sake handle me easy. Can’t ye see 
ye’re hurting me! Let go! I tell ye! Let go o me leg!” etc. 

The accident cast a gloom over the ship and as the weather 
was cold and disagreeable the men were excused from fur- 
ther work for the remainder of the day. 

After supper we were called to point the yards, as the 
wind showed no signs of going down. This gives the mini- 
mum resistance to the wind against the yards and the vessel 
has less chance of dragging her anchors. It is done by bracing 
the fore and mizzen yards hard in to starboard and the main 
yards to port. Thus, the main yards are thrown against the 
fore, on the starboard side, and against the mizzen, to port. 
The yardarms, nearly touching, are then in the position of 
a zig-zag rail fence. This was the first time I had actually 
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seen the yards swing and I entered into the work with a 
great deal of energy; the sound of the patent-sheave blocks 
on the lower yards, swinging from the pendants, was music 
to my soul. 

“That’s well, the fore! Belay! Belay!” etc., shouted the 
mate, and in turn the topsail and topgallant and royal yards 
were swung, to the “Yo-ho-ho-boys” of real “deep-water” 
sailors. So easily were the yards swung that I was sorry when 
it was over and we were told to clear up the decks. The ropes, 
or braces, were then coiled up and thrown over the pins 
against the rail, which was a relief to Alonzo and me for we 
fully expected the mate to take us away from the braces and 
set us to work with our brooms; but the stowaways came to 
our relief and after the last brace was hung from the pin and 
we were through for the evening, Alonzo said, 

“Thank God! we have at last graduated from the 
brooms,” no doubt thinking he had seen the last of them; 
but he was doomed to disappointment. 

The night was cold with a regular northeast snowstorm 
setting in. We had no stove, either in the forecastle or our 
room, and the only warmth we got was from a kerosene lamp 
that we burned without a chimney. Turning up the wick for 
light as well as heat, our room was soon filled with small 
particles of soot emitted from the wick and we were forced 
to open the door in order to breathe. Our room being in the 
after part of the forward house, the snow didn’t bother us 
much but we were obliged to “turn in” in order to keep 
warm using all the coats we possessed thrown over our 
blankets. Ships in those days didn’t furnish blankets to the 
crew and very few sailing vessels equipped the forecastle 
with a stove or dishes for the men to eat from. Each sailor 
provided for himself a tin pan for a plate, a tin dish for a 
soup-plate and a quart pot for his tea or coffee, which was 
made by the cook in the galley, in a ten-quart pot, sweetened 
with molasses which was allowed to boil in the pot while the 
coffee was being made. If poor Jack was rich enough he 
bought himself a knife and fork and tablespoon. If not, he 
used his sheath-knife and drank his soup from his tin dish 
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or coffee pot. There was no table in the forecastle from 
which to eat, but there were always two benches for the men 
to sit on. The food was brought from the galley and placed 
in the middle of the floor, in large dish-pans, where the 
sailors helped themselves, filling their tin pans and holding 
them between their knees. If the ship was in a heavy sea, 
sometimes Jack would spend the greater part of his dinner- 
hour, balancing his coffee in one hand and holding his plate 
in the other, before he could get a chance to feed himself 
and many a time the situation would become so ridiculous 
that no one could eat from laughter and with each roll some 
old salt would say, “Who wouldn’t sell a farm and go to 
sea!”? bringing forth another round of laughter. I sigh when 
I think of the good old days never to return again. 

Thursday morning we were called at five o’clock to shovel 
from the deck the snow that had fallen through the night. 
The wind having gone down the weather was much warmer 
and after breakfast we got the deck-pump out for a wash- 
down. The second mate held the hose while three men 
abreast, with kaya brooms (made of a kind of willow), 
scrubbed the deck from snow and ice, while the second mate 
washed it away with the hose. These men took their position 
abreast, going down the deck slowly as they scrubbed in uni- 
son, first to the right and then to the left, like one man, 
while Alonzo, the two stowaways and I, followed with our 
cornbrooms, drying off the deck. Here Alonzo got into trou- 
ble. The mate, as usual, going about the deck looking for 
dirt, found a rope-yarn frozen to the deck under a spare 
spar where Alonzo had been sweeping and walking back to 
him said: a 

“Alonzo, in my room behind the door you will find a 
broom. Go and get it for me.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” said Alonzo, going to the room but re- 
turning without it and with a smile said, 

“T don’t see any broom in your room, sir.” 

“The hell, you don’t,” said the mate as he saw Alonzo’s 
smile. “Now come off of your high perch! If the broom was 
hanging from the maintruck you’d have no trouble in seeing 
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it, but the trouble with you is you never look down. Now go 
aft again and keep your eyes on the deck and you'll see a 
broom about this long (measuring with his hands about two 
feet). A small broom, made for small boys—especially 
made for small work aboard a small ship. When you bend 
your small back and cast your small optics on the deck you'll 
see what I want. That broom is the one you cut last night. 
Now go and bring it to me damn quick and [’ll tell you what 
I want with it.” 

Alonzo’s smile vanished as he turned to do the mate’s 
bidding. He had no trouble this time in locating the broom, 
for he returned immediately with it in his hand. The mate 
took him to the place where the rope-yarn stuck under the 
spar. 

“Do you see it?” asked the mate, pointing to the rope- 
yarn. 

Alonzo, standing erect, made no effort to see it and an- 
swered, “No, sir! I don’t see anything out of the way.” 

“Damn it!” said the mate. “Bend your back until you do 
Seem... 

Alonzo, who was treating the matter as a joke, saw he had 
gone about as far as he could and taking the mate’s advice he 
looked under the spar. “Oh, yes,” said he. “There’s a rope- 
yarn; but I couldn’t see it standing up.” 

“Then go after it and see that you get it,” said the mate. 
“T’m going to make you a present of that little broom, all 
for yourself, and you are to use it every time you sweep. 
You’l] find it will aid your eyesight and when it’s worn out 
—well! We’ll see whether you have earned another.” 

Alonzo reached for the rope-yarn but couldn’t sweep it 
clear from the deck. He stood there sweeping in one spot 
while the mate was talking and making no further effort to 
get it clear. By this time the mate had exhausted all his 
patience and his true nature began to show. He had carried 
himself, up to this time, befitting a first officer’s position. I 
had heard men swear before, but this man had a system of 
his own that I have never heard since. He took great delight 
in running off in one breath all the oaths that were ever 
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heard, joining them together with an est —est —est, where 
possible; all the dirtiest, vulgar, foul-mouthed epithets until 
he was actually black in the face; and here he gave us all an 
example of his wit, if it could be called such. 

“Get down on your hands and knees and reach for it! Of 
all the stupidest, damnedest, provokenest, —est, —est, etc. 
You take the cake!” Here he paused for breath and looked 
us over to see whether any of us laughed or not. I stood with 
my mouth wide open and, catching his gaze, broke into a 
laugh whereupon he reprimanded me. 

“What the hell are you laughing at? Get busy with your 
broom.” 

Then turning to Alonzo, who had pulled the rope-yarn 
from the ice in the meantime, he exclaimed, 

“Now sweep under every spar, fore and aft, both port 
and starboard sides, and mind you sweep clean.” 

Alonzo was a sorrowful-looking boy, going about the deck 
with his short-handled broom while the sailors cast a quiet 
smile as he passed them, and being the recipient of his own 
little joke he felt it exceedingly, for he was a boy who took 
great pleasure in passing a joke to others; but it was a dif- 
ferent story when the laugh was on him. 

After washing down we hove in the extra chain and 
squared the yards and the men were kept at work in the 
rigging for the balance of the day. 


CHAPTER VI 
GETTING UNDER WAY 


yes | is a Jonah for most ships, but the next morning, 
although cloudy, brought a northwest wind. We were 
called, as usual, at five o’clock and the mate greeted us at 
the door giving Alonzo his short-handled broom and start- 
ing us in the usual manner. There was a great deal of josh- 
ing from members of the crew as Alonzo bent his back, much 
to his chagrin. 

About ten o’clock the captain came off in the Elsie. He 
had taken advantage of the past three days of bad weather 
and stayed at home; but he brought another sailor, Dave, 
who hailed from Hobart Town, Tasmania, to take the place 
of Pat, who was in the hospital. Coming alongside he called, 

“Man the windlass, Mr. Burris, and get under way at 
once.” 

“Aye, aye, sir! Man the windlass,” called the mate. The 
men at work at their respective jobs were not loath to quit 
and hurried to the forecastle-head with a glad, “Man the 
windlass, sir!” 

The brakes were shipped and the men in a cheerful mood 
at the thought of getting under way and out to sea, went to 
work with a will, while Andy, Alonzo and I took care of the 
cable as it came over the windlass, as before. The music of 
the pawls dropping—clank, clank, clank—was broken by 
Jerry, starting a chantey, the first one sung aboard the ship. 
Up and down worked the windlass brakes in time to his solo 
and before the last word of the solo was fairly sung, the 
crew, in their eagerness, broke in on the chorus with a rous- 
ing, “Heave away, my Johnnies!” showing what frame of 
mind they were really in. Jerry had a fine voice and started 
the chantey in a clear tone which rang out in his crescendoes 
beyond comparison. 
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Heave Away My Jouwnnies : 
SoLo 


fares S= P| 


We’re all betas for Liv - er - eh I heard the Cap - tain 


CHorus 
= EE SAT FT Sa 
= ae ee 
amen SOEESES a =e 


say ; Heave a- way my John-nies, heave a - way. . 
Soto 
SSS 
as oe — ocnumeeemesyas hes ely e 
Oh! there we’ll have a bul - ly time with Nel-lie and Ju-lia and May; 


CuHorus 


Heave a - way my John-nyboys,We’reall bound to go. 


Solo As I was walking out one day, down by the Clarence Dock; 
Chorus Heave away, my Johnnies, heave away. 

Solo I overheard an emigrant, conversing with Tapscott; 

Chorus Heave away, my Johnny boys, we’re all bound to go. 


“Good morning, Mr. Tapscott!”? “Good morning, sir!” said he, 
“Oh! have you got any packet-ship, to carry me over the sea?” 


“Oh, yes, indeed! I’ve got packet-ships; they sail in a day or two; 
I’ve got the Josie Walker, besides the Kangaroo. 


“The Josie Walker sails Friday; her hatches all ready to seal; 
With all, four hundred emigrants and a thousand bags o’ mail.” 


“You'll not sail me on the Walker ship, Vl not climb over the rail; 
To hell with you and your packet-ship and your thousand bags ©’ mail.” 


Some say we’re bound for Liverpool; some say we’re bound for France; 
But now we’re bound for Melbourne town to give the girls a chance. 


The clouds are floating steady; the wind is blowing free; 
We'll heave her short and be ready for the towboat to take us to sea. 


Gettrinc UnpEerR Way 105 


Asa matter of note Tapscott, in the foregoing chantey, in 
the early fifties was one of the wealthy shipowners of Liver- 
pool. His vessels were noted for strict discipline, as well as 
cruelty to the crew. His Josie Walker was an emigrant ship 
trading between Liverpool and New York and her voyages, 
to and from the Continent, were marked by unheard-of 
cruelties, the stories of which spread along the water front 
and the ship was known to all sailors as “Tapscott’s Josie 
Walker.” The mention of this “hell ship” stopped many a 
good sailor from shipping in her and being unable to secure 
good men was the cause no doubt of the many perversities to 
a green crew. 

Tapscott’s name being associated with the ship, gave food 
to the chanteyman for his verses and this chantey was seldom 
sung without the “Good morning, Mr. Tapscott!” It was 
exceptionally adapted to the heaving up and down of the 
windlass-brakes which, in old ships, worked like an old- 
fashioned fire engine, except that they were never worked 
from the extreme height to the bottom, in one stroke, but on 
the contrary were pulled down to the halfway point where 
it was necessary, on account of the heavy strain from the 
cable, to change the position of the arms in order to shove 
the brake to the bottom, while the men at the other end were 
doing the opposite. 

Windlass chanties are in 2/4 and 6/8 time or two beats 
to the measure, the accent falling nicely as the brakes are 
pumped, making “Heave away, my Johnnies” one of the 
best chanties written for this kind of work. 

There are several different sets of verses to this chantey 
but sailor Jack is privileged to use any old words to help out 
the song and so with Jerry who sang until the cable was 
short (up and down), when the mate, who watched proceed- 
ings from over the bow, sang out, “Avast heaving!” and 
going to the break of the t’gallant-fo’c’sle, raised his hands 
to his mouth for a speaking trumpet and shouted to the cap- 
tain, “Anchor’s short, sir!” 

“Very well, sir!” answered the captain. “Send a couple of 
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men aloft to loose the courses and topsails and heave away 
your anchor.” : 

“Aye, aye, sir!”? answered the mate and in the same breath 
he ordered, 

“Fleave away, the windlass!” This was answered by the 
men, 

“Feave away, the windlass, sir!” 

“Send a couple of men aloft, Mr. Sanborn,” he then 
called to the second mate. 

““Aye, aye, sir!”? answered the second mate. “Jump aloft, 
a couple of you fellows and take the gaskets off the sails.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” they answered and two men for each 
mast, scrambled up the rigging like so many monkeys. “One 
of you go aft and take the wheel!” called the second mate. 

“Take the wheel, sir!”? answered another, before the order 
was fairly given, for the foxy sailor knows that if he can get 
to the wheel while the sails are being set, he is out of a lot 
of hard work. If there is anything he can do to be a little 
further aft than the rest, he will be where he can drop his 
work and hasten to the wheel. 

Clank, clank, clank, dropped the pawls, as the windlass 
revolved; the heaving became harder and harder as the 
anchor refused to let go and the men gave all their strength 
as they hove away at windlass brakes, giving utterance to 
expressions, “Heave! Oh, heave! Heave and bust her! 
Heave and let go!” etc., till finally, with the aid of the tow- 
boat alongside, the ship forged ahead and the anchor yielded 
from its clutch below, while the heaving became easier as the 
anchor was on its way to the surface of the water. Then the 
mate called again to the captain, “Anchor’s aweigh, sir!” 
while the men kept on heaving. 

The gong in the engine-room of the Elsie rang out above 
the clank of the windlass and we heard her propeller churn- 
ing the water white; now forging ahead and then backing 
to swing the ship’s head from the northwest wind, for the 
bow must necessarily be turned to the north and east for an 
open course to the Atlantic. 

We were anchored in Nantasket Roads where all “‘out- 
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ward-bounders,” awaiting a fair wind, were accustomed to 
lay. Ships, barks, brigs and schooners of all sizes were an- 
chored there, as Nantasket Roads is for Boston the favorite 
grounds for anchoring, as Sandy Hook is for New York. 
The common herd of sailors, who knew no different, used to 
speak of this anchorage as “Boston Roads.” 

Nantasket Roads is between Gallop’s and George’s is- 
lands, to the north, Windmill Point and Nantasket Hill to 
the southeast, and Paddock’s Island, to the south. George’s 
Island, about a quarter of a mile to the nor’ard and east’ard, 
sheltered us from the northeast gale, but now with a nor’- 
west wind, we had a fair wind to sea, as our course was 
nearly due east to clear Cape Cod, forty-five miles away. 

The Elsie, churning away as our bow swung to the north, 
the pilot called to the man at the wheel: 

“Port your helm! Hard aport!” 

This worthy gentleman, who up to this time had had 
nothing to do but watch the men on the foot-ropes of the 
main-yard, with head well back and chewing a mouthful of 
tobacco from which the saliva in his throat was near to run- 
ning over, quickly turned his head, upon hearing the order, 
and emitting the juicy weed and the contents of his throat 
into the box placed for that purpose on top of the wheel-box, 
directly behind him, with a sputtering reply called out 
lustily, 

“FY-a-r-d aport, sir!” 

Over and over he whirled the spokes of the wheel until 
the helm was hard-down. Then wiping his mouth with the 
back of his hand he dove into his pants pocket and brought 
up a piece of navy plug for a fresh chew. Looking it over 
for a clean spot to bite he jammed the plug into his mouth, 
sinking his eye-tooth into one corner and with a jerk of the 
head and a twist with his hand he severed the connection and 
surveyed what was left. If there were any ragged edges they 
were promptly bitten off before slipping the plug back into 
his pocket. He was now set and ready for the pilot to tell 
him, “Keep her as she heads,” as the ship swung in a circle 
going forward all the while. 
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Soon the pilot called to the captain, 

“Give her the jibs, sir!” 

The captain, walking the deck on top of the cabin, imme- 
diately called to the mate, 

“Set the jibs, Mr. Burris!” 

“Set the jibs, sir!” he at once replied. “Jib-halliards, a 
couple of you. Up with flying-jib and jib-topsail, also!” 

The stops and gaskets had already been taken from the 
jibs and these sails quickly filled to the breeze aiding mate- 
rially in swinging the ship on her course. Here the towboat 
cast off her lines at our side and running under the bow took 
our hawser for the tow to sea. 

Then heaving away again on our anchor we hove it up to 
the hawsepipe but didn’t bring it to the cat-head, simply 
hooking the fish-tackle pendant in the ring and taking a 
strain on the tackle preparatory to catting the anchor. 

The fish-tackle is suspended from the fore topmast-head. 
The wire pendant runs over an iron pulley on the forward 
side of the cat-head and is long enough to hook into the ring 
of the anchor at the hawsepipes. This big pendant and fish- 
hook to correspond was not much like the one on the David 
G. Floyd, where one man could handle it with ease. Here, it 
took several men, for the blocks and pendant were very 
heavy. The fish-tackle on the Floyd was a double purchase, 
while the Akdar’s was triple. 

In early days the cat-head was fitted with three sheaves 
and a cat-block below for a tackle in catting the anchor. Our 
cat-head still carried the sheaves, but they were never used. 
At the present time one seldom sees an anchor swinging from 
the cat-head. The modern stockless anchors heave clear into 
the hawsepipes and in a few more years the cat-head will be 
a thing of the past. 

Our port “mud-hook” was different from the old straight 
anchor where the arms and shank were in one piece of iron 
with a fixed wooden stock. Our anchor was self-controlling 
and was made of forged iron. A projection in the center of 
the arms worked in a recess at the hub of the shank and no 
matter how the anchor landed, the flukes would turn, point- 
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ing down when the strain was on the cable. A Frenchman by 
the name of Martin is credited with this patent. The anchor 
in its improved form is very common to-day, but in the early 
”70°s it was not much used. With us it was something of a 
curiosity with the crew, not many having been “shipmates” 
with it, and in Australia the pilot was very wary in trusting 
to it off Williamstown, where we anchored for the night in 
squally weather. Our anchor was fitted with a wooden stock, 
for they took no chances in those days and instead of the 
flukes being in one piece each revolved around a pinion at 
the end of the shank. A shoulder on top brought up against 
the shank, keeping the arm of the fluke rigid. 

Our starboard or right-bower was an improved Trotman’s 
anchor. The arms, instead of being solidly connected with 
the shank, were movable. Pivoting about a bolt passing 
through the crown-piece at the end of the shank, the upper 
arm turned forward until the flukes rested on the shank, 
giving more holding power with less danger of fouling the 
cable than the old standard anchors. 

It was no easy matter to fish those anchors and still more 
difficult when the ship was rolling; therefore we took ad- 
vantage of the smooth water, at that time, preparatory to 
catting before getting outside. 

While we were busy with the anchor the lower topsails 
had been sheeted home. There is no hoist to the lower top- 
sails. The yards are trussed to the cap at the lower mast- 
head, while under the truss there is an iron supporter or 
standard which leads from the center band about the yard 
down in front of the heel of the topmast to the top below. 

The Akbar carried lower topsail-lifts which, instead of 
running from the yardarm, were shackled to a band around 
the yard about ten feet inside the topsail-sheet sheave and a 
little abaft the center of the yard on top. 

These lifts were about ten feet long, taking a whip lead- 
ing to the masthead above and enabling the yard to be 
canted or squared by the lifts. Not much good was derived 
from them, for not only did the topsails chafe from slatting 
across the lifts, but the upper topsail yard, in being lowered, 
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was always hindered by riding the lift or catching on the 
block before the yard was down. We carried no topsail 
downhauls. The weight of the yard was generally sufficient; 
otherwise it was necessary for a man to run aloft with a slush 
bucket to slush the parral or mast where needed. Ships of 
to-day all carry downhauls. 

The tacks and sheets of the lower topsail were of chain 
leading out to the yardarm below, through a sheave and 
under the yard back to the slings, through a block and down 
in front of the lowermast to an iron pin in the bitts. In furl- 
ing the sail, the clews were clewed up to a quarter-block 
under the yard and not out to the yardarms, as ships of 
to-day are rigged. In the ’70’s, very few shipmasters were 
looking after the welfare of the sailors. They took pride in 
having everything shipshape. A harbor-furl on a square-sail 
was not complete without tapering nicely from the bunt out 
to the yardarm and it made no difference to them how much 
work it took to furl a sail so long as it looked well. 

The upper topsail sheets were shackled to the lower top- 
sail yardarms and were not clewed up for furling. The man 
aloft had just let go the bunt gasket as we were hustled aft 
to assist with the main upper topsail. This was a long and 
heavy hoist requiring all the men available. 

A chain tye, leading from the slings of the yard through 
a sheave fore-and-aft in the mast, just above the band of the 
futtock shrouds, was shackled to a block, abaft the mast, tak- 
ing a chain runner. The port end shackled to a chain-plate 
in the channels between the fifth and sixth shroud and led 
up through the block and down the starboard side to which 
a double-purchase hooked into the chain-plate in the star- 
board channels, corresponding to the port side. The fore top- 
sail, also the mizzen topsail to port, the main topsail to star- 
board. 

The old chain pendants are now a thing of the past. Wire 
rigging has supplanted chain and hemp where possible. Not 
only do wire pendants render through a block more easily 
but there is no chipping of iron rust and painting in order to 
preserve them. 
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The fall of the topsail halliards was then taken to a 
snatch-block hooked into an eye-bolt in the deck for that 
purpose and with four men at the hoist and the rest of us 
stringing across the deck, we hauled away to the cry from 
“Handsome Charlie,” with his “Yo—ho! Rise him a-hoy!” 

Charlie, on account of his clear complexion and clean face, 
devoid of whiskers, with pink cheeks, was always dressed 
well in clean clothes of navy blue, taking pride in his gen- 
eral appearance and seeming to be of better standing than 
the rest of the crew. He was always good-natured and a 
likable fellow and on account of his clear complexion was 
dubbed “Handsome Charlie.” This name stuck to him for 
the entire voyage. He started his cry, or sing-out, in a low, 
soft tone, but as the work became harder he increased the 
tone in proportion to the work. This Norwegian had an ex- 
ceptionally musical sing-out and always took the lead in our 
watch. It is surprising what a difference it makes to the pull. 
If the chanteyman has a true voice the work is entered into 
more vigorously. If his voice is not quite up to standard, the 
men pull in a listless manner. 

Stringing across the deck with our feet braced and pulling 
most energetically, I was just behind Jerry on the pull when 
Alonzo came up looking for a place. He tried to squeeze in 
ahead of Jerry and asked this worthy sailor to move back far 
enough to make a place for him. 

Jerry, seeing that it was the boy, gruffly brushed him aside 
exclaiming: “See here, boy! Learn your place and don’t ever 
put yer bloody self in front of me again. Ill have no joskin 
of a boy taking my place aboard this ship. Git to hell out’n 
here! Surge! Tail on behind!” 

The stowaways had a great laugh at his expense which 
brought the blood to Alonzo’s face. He stood back from the 
rope chagrined and was forced to take his place behind, but 
from his looks I judged he had no kindly feeling for the 
stowaways. 

The patent-sheave blocks of the topsail halliards kept up 
a lively accompaniment to “Handsome Charlie’s” cry, as the 
yard was being mastheaded. There is, indeed, a merry tone 
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to the click of the ball-bearing rollers in the sheave; a feel- 
ing that the big blocks above are doing their utmost to help 
poor Jack lighten his work and one can almost hear them 
say: 

“Go it, old boy! I’m with you!” 

Those heavy topsails must have been a source of worry to 
the sailors before the double topsails came in. Originally 
they were one big sail for each mast, having three reef- 
bands. But on account of the heavy work in setting and 
reefing these sails, some Christian man devised a scheme 
whereby the lives of the sailors were prolonged and in many 
an instance saved. It is said that an American shipmaster by 
the name of Howe first proposed to change the rig into two 
separate sails calling them the upper and lower topsails. This 
met the favor of practical shipmasters with the result that 
we now have not only the double topsails but the double 
topgallant sails as well. 

In stormy weather it was as much as one’s life was worth 
to lay out on the yard of a single topsail. This sail, being 
very long in hoist, when clewed up for furling left an enor- 
mous bunt at the slings of the yard giving the wind more 
opportunity to raise the bunt and throw the sail over the yard 
and the heads of the men standing on the foot-ropes. If the 
men were not knocked off the yard by the flap of the sail in 
their faces, a loose buntline or leachline might whip under 
the sheath-knife of poor Jack, when the sail blew back again, 
and twist him off the yard into Davy Jones’s locker below. 

With “Handsome Charlie” at the hoist it will not be out 
of place to give his peculiar sing-out which is still fresh in 
my mind. 
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Allegretto 


A - way hey! Oh, haul him high-O ! Way, hey! 


Oh, haul him high - oO! ! Way, hey! Oh, haul him high - 
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O! High - O! . Raise him and haul him high-O! 


He kept this up until out of breath, when Jerry came to 
his rescue by starting “Whiskey,” the chantey I so much 
wanted to hear. This chantey was generally sung upon get- 
ting under way at the topsail halliards and I would certainly 
have been a disappointed boy had they started some other 
chantey. Every deep-water sailor knew it as a child knows 
his A-B-C’s and while I knew the song I had never sung it 
pulling on the end of a topsail halliard. 

The ship was beginning to feel the motion of the long 
swell. We had passed George’s Island and the broad Atlan- 
tic was ahead of us. The wind on our quarter, with only the 
lower topsails and jibs set and the towboat ahead to help us 
along, put us all in a happy mood which was shown by the 
manner in which the men joined in on the chorus. As for me, 
I wouldn’t have changed places with the President of the 
United States. I was bound for Melbourne and now a true 
sailor. 


WHISKEY 
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Oh, whis-key js the lie of man, Oh, whis-key, John-ny! 
SoLo Cuorus 
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It al-ways was since time be - gan, Oh, oe key for my ke -ny! 
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A whiskey ship and a whiskey crew, 
When whiskey goes, then I'll go too. 


Oh, whiskey made me wear old clothes, 
And whiskey gave me a broken nose. 


Oh, whiskey caused me much abuse, 
And whiskey put me in the calaboose. 


Oh, whiskey killed my poor old dad, 
And whiskey drove my mother mad. 


Oh, whiskey here and whiskey there 
And whiskey almost everywhere. 


If whiskey comes too near my nose, 
I tip her up and down she goes. 


I drink it hot and I drink it cold, 
I drink it new and drink it old. 


Oh, whiskey straight and whiskey strong, 
We’ll raise the yard to this old song. 


Oh, whiskey made the bos’un call, 
“Pull all together! One and all!” 


I think I heard the “Old Man” say, 
“We'll splice the main brace here today.” 


Oh, bring a drink to the chanteyman, 
In a glass, or cup, or an old tin can. 


Here comes the cook with the whiskey can 
And a glass of grog for every man. 


A glass of grog for every man, 
And a bottle full for the chanteyman. 


And so we sang until the mate called out, “Belay! Belay! 
the main topsail!” 

This chantey is one of the best for a drag chantey. The 
pull comes nicely on the accented notes. With the masthead- 
ing of the main upper topsail, we hoisted the fore and miz- 
zen upper topsails and the Akbar heeled over nicely under 
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the stretch of canvas. Then we went back to the fo’c’sle-head 
to cat and fish the anchor. 

The fish-tackle fall was taken to the capstan, while I held 
the turn. Heaving away, the anchor was brought up to the 
cat-head, while the cable was slacked away through the 
hawsepipe, giving chain enough to reach the cat-head. Not 
only must the anchor be raised, but there is also the weight 
of the cable, which is quite a tension on the fish-tackle. 

Holding the turn was new work to me and I got into 
trouble in a very short time for although the Floyd carried 
a capstan I had never held the turn. We had no such heavy 
anchors to hoist and the work being light I always took the 
capstan-bar while the mate held the turn. 

As the men walked around the capstan, stepping over the 
ropes of the fall, with each revolution the rope kept working 
down the barrel of the capstan, which is tapered out at the 
bottom. Holding the fall with a strong arm and allowing no 
slack, there was finally a sudden jump of the rope, slipping 
up the barrel, that shook the whole foremast and for a mo- 
ment I thought we had lost our anchor as the pendant 
slipped back over the cat-head. This brought a curse from 
the mate. 

“Damn it! Why in hell don’t you surge that fall? Do you 
want to take a leg off of some one? Mind your eye and surge 
before you do.” 

Of course I knew that it was necessary to surge (slipping 
the fall easily and keeping it in the middle of the barrel), 
but this comes from experience and getting used to the 
weight of the hoist; also, the turns around the capstan. 
Three turns are usually enough and if the rope slips with 
three, a fourth is taken, which may be more than enough, in 
which case it is necessary sometimes to ease the fall with 
one’s hands. 

After the mate’s curse I watched the turn and soon found 
that it wasn’t necessary to hold the fall as tightly as I had 
been doing and the anchor was finally “two blocks” (the 
ring, as far as it could go) under the cat-head. Passing a 
chain-stopper through the ring we secured it to the cat-head. 
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Then fishing the flukes we hove them up over the rail and 
with the shank-painter made her fast. 

The bunt gasket of the foresail having been let go, this 
big sail hung in heavy festoons above our heads only waiting 
for the clew-garnets and buntlines to be released. Here the 
mate sang out, “Fore tack down!” and releasing the weather 
clew-garnet, the port fore tack brought the clew of the fore- 
sail down to a flat, convex, iron hook about three inches wide, 
through which it rendered while being boarded. The hook 
was like an elongated S, the smaller end hooking into a ring- 
bolt on top of the cat-head. With a lazy-tackle, the rope-tack 
was relieved and a chain, clipped into the clew-iron, took its 
place and was taken to the capstan where it was made fast. 
When the clew is brought down sufficiently, the mate calls, 
“Make fast the tack!” and the next order is, “Haul aft the 
fore-sheet!” 

“Ffaul aft the fore-scoot, sir!” is answered by the men 
and a couple rush aft to lend a hand. The sheet is loosely 
hanging from the lee clew and a lot of slack rope must neces- 
sarily come in. If the cook is properly on to his job he will be 
watching from the galley for the order as our cook did. This 
is the only rope he is supposed to help with in making sail 
or tacking ship and if he is not “Johnny on the spot” he is 
liable to get his curses the same as any old sailor. 

Our cook, Brainard, was a middle-aged man and knew his 
duty, for he shot out of the galley door when the order to 
“Haul aft the fore-sheet” was given and throwing the coil 
from the belaying-pin, in true sailor style, braced his foot 
against the spare spar and with his hands close up to the 
sheave in the rail, flung the loose rope behind him as he 
pulled hand-over-hand as fast as he could, entering into the 
spirit as a fox terrier might shake a rat and by his run-away 
yell he brought in the slack as follows: 


———————X__ 
Allegretto 
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A - way-a - a - ah-hey -a - a - hey, ete. 
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Instead of running along the deck with the rope, which 
was customary and often done with the braces, the man haul- 
ing in the sheet took his position close up to the sheave in the 
bulwarks, where the rope came through from the outside, 
and with one foot braced against the spare spar, which rested 
in a chock on top of the waterways and was lashed to the 
bulwarks, he could pull and sing out to his heart’s content. 

The standing part of the sheet was hooked into an eye- 
bolt in the hull of the ship, just abaft the fore channels, with 
clip-hooks and seized to insure them from unhooking; then 
leading up through a single block in the clew of the foresail 
and back, outside the rail, to a sheave in the bulwarks, which 
was about ten or fifteen feet abaft the channels, it came in- 
board and forward to a pin in the rail. 

The foot of the courses was longer than the width, or 
beam of the ship, and the sails spread out and around the 
shrouds. If the vessel was close-hauled (as near the wind as 
possible), the clew of the sail was brought around the 
shrouds and hauled aft. The foot of the sail often would saw 
or chafe against the shrouds, in sheeting home, and to pre- 
vent undue chafing the foot of the sail was fitted with 
leather, while the swifters were covered with chafing gear 
and the backstays with wooden or bamboo battens. 

By the time our cook had pulled in most of the slack of 
the sheet there were enough hands to help sheet home the 
sail. 

With the singing of “Whiskey,” at the main upper top- 
sail, the crew were in an exceptionally happy mood and the 
hard work of setting sail was somewhat eased by a couple 
of bottles of whiskey that had been concealed in the fore- 
castle, that I was not wise to; but the sailors knew where to 
go and made frequent trips through the door, coming out in 
a short time with a fresh chew of tobacco, as if that were 
what they went after. No sailor was permitted to spit on the 
deck, but the lee scuppers were sometimes pretty black with 
tobacco juice before it was washed off. Expectorating over 
the rail perhaps led me to believe there was whiskey among 
the men, for each man, with a huge quid rolled up in his 
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cheek, would have a merry twinkle in his eye as he wiped 
his mouth with the back of his hand, as he shuffled along the 
deck in an earnest manner, as only a sailor can, and it didn’t 
require much thought to find out that he was feeling better 
than usual. The hearty sing-out and the energy behind it 
was an inevitable telltale. 

The second mate was wise to the situation for he went into 
the forecastle and made a thorough search, raising mattresses 
in the bunks, turning over the sea-boots, etc., and was finally 
rewarded by bringing out a bottle, half-filled with whiskey, 
which he took into the cabin. Whether he shared with the 
mate or locked it up with the ship’s stores we never found 
out, but it is only fair to say it didn’t go back to the fo’c’sle. 

With the setting of the foresail we next dropped the 
mainsail. The tack brings the weather clew of the sail, when 
on the wind, down almost to the rail, by a two-inch rope 
which renders under an S hook, like the fore, except that it 
is fitted with leather or pigskin and is hooked into a ring-bolt 
in the waterways. The tack leads from aft, forward, up to 
an iron pin in the rail. But with the wind on the quarter, as 
we were sailing, the weather clew is raised to allow the wind 
to fill the foresail, while the sheet trims aft to a sheave in 
the bulwarks near the break of the poop, coming inboard and 
forward, about fifteen feet, to a pin in the rail, giving room 
for six or eight men to grasp the sheet in sheeting home this 
big sail, which is the largest sail on the ship. 

As we neared Boston Light and were about two miles to 
the southward, the pilot’s boat was pulled up under our lee 
quarter preparatory to his leaving the ship. Soon after the 
captain called: “Mr. Sanborn, send those stowaways aft. 
We’ll send them ashore with the pilot.” 

““Aye-aye, sir!” answered the second mate and going for- 
ward where they were working he marched them aft. As 
they passed Alonzo he couldn’t resist giving them a “send 
ois? 

“You dirty curs!” said Alonzo. “You thought you were 
going to have a fine time with me on this voyage, didn’t 
you? You didn’t know that it was 7 that got your goat, did 
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you? If anybody should ask you, I am the one you can thank 
for not completing this voyage,” and pointing to himself 
with one hand he raised his cap and bared his head, bowing 
most gracefully as they passed. 

“Qh, to hell wid you! Let me tell you one thing and put 
it in your pipe and smoke it. I’1l be standing on the pier-head 
wid a belayin’-pin in me hand; an’ damn me, I’ll bust that 
fat face o’ your’n wide open, so help me God!” answered 
one who went by the name of Mike and who was a son of 
the keeper of a noted North Street Sailor’s Lodging House, 
whose reputation was indeed shady. No doubt he thought he 
would have a good opportunity of making good his threat 
as I was told later that he had been in the habit of meeting 
inbound ships as a runner for his father. 

If the lodging house was in keeping with Mike’s appear- 
ance it certainly must have been a filthy hole. I only knew 
of one man who was filthier and that was Bidley Soule of 
Duxbury, Massachusetts. This man was never known to take 
a bath, summer or winter, and he only made two shifts of 
clothing during the year. In the spring he took his heavier 
garments off for lighter ones and in the fall he exchanged 
them for heavier ones. 

Bidley could never have gotten by with it in this age of 
sanitation and fumigation and how under the sun he was 
permitted to roam about the streets in his condition of filth 
and vermin I don’t know, with ladies crossing the streets to 
get from under his lee or making sail into a neighbor’s front 
yard until he passed, for he always had the right of way 
whether on the port tack or running before it. Everybody 
either hove-to or gave him plenty of sea room, keeping well 
to wind’ard of him. His appearance was enough and for one 
who didn’t seek your company he had the widest acquaint- 
ance of anybody; yet I could never quite understand why he 
was allowed to run wild in that condition. To-day, he would 
be called upon by a waiting committee or dumped off the 
Mill bridge. 

The stowaways went over the side, followed by the pilot, 
taking leave of us about 11 a.M., when they pulled away for 
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the Elsie, to leeward, she having given us our hawser, which 
we pulled in over the bow and coiled on top of the forward 
house between the spare boats, to dry. Picking up the pilot 
and whistling three long whistles as a parting salute to us, 
she steamed away for Boston while we proceeded to set all 
sail, steering east by south. 

Our crew by this time were all feeling the effects of the 
whiskey and were in the right mood for anything. On the 
whole they were most jubilant and with the order to set the 
main topgallant-sail, which is a long hoist, but not as heavy 
as the topsails, these gypsies of the deep, with muscles of 
steel, laid hold of the halliards, running their hands up the 
rope high above their heads, now swaying to the right and 
again to the left, as they pulled in unison, using their 
strength of arm as well as their bodies, the merry click of the 
patent blocks playing an interlude before the sing-out and 
soon brought forth the cry, “Oh, masthead her, ahoy!” 

Jerry, who was exceptionally jubilant, having imbibed 
quite freely from the bottle in the fo’c’sle, and just in the 
mood for another chantey, started the “Drunken Sailor,” 
giving all a chance to sing with him. This chantey is usually 
sung with a solo and chorus, but the condition of the men 
determines entirely how it shall be sung and there is nothing 
out of the way if all sing in unison. It was fifty-fifty with us 
and I doubt if they could have been headed off with a club, 
so earnest were they in their desire to be heard. 

The drunken doctor, mentioned in this chantey, doesn’t 
refer to a doctor of medicine. The cook of the vessel is 
dubbed “Doctor,” but whether the name was given him on 
account of his mixing qualities, in concocting palatable dishes 
for the crew from the salt beef and briny pork with wormy 
sea biscuits, or in rationing out lime juice, in hot climates, as 
a preventive of yellow fever, I am unable to say. Be it as 
it is, all used the term and it was as natural for a sailor to 
address him as “Doctor,” as it was to call the mate “Mister” 
or the carpenter “Chips”—a little matter of sailor etiquette 
understood by the whole crew. 
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Tue Drunken Sairor, or, Up Sue Rises 


Allegretto 
SoLo 


What shall we do with a  drunk-en sail - or? 


(Hand-over-hand chantey) 
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————— ———— 
What shall we do with a drunk~-en - sail - or? 
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morn -ing? Away, hey, up she ris-es! Away, hey, up she ris - es! 


ee ee 


Away, hey, up she ris- es! Ear-ly in  the:morn- ing. 


What shall we do with a drunken sailor? 
Chuck him in the longboat till he gets sober. 


What shall we do with a drunken skipper? 
Lock him in his stateroom till he gets sober. 


What shall we do with a drunken chief mate? 
Put him in the lazeret till he gets sober. 


What shall we do with a drunken steward? 
Lock him in the galley till he gets sober. 


What shall we do with a drunken doctor? 
Put him in the coal locker till he gets sober. 


What shall we do with a drunken boy? 
Hoist him to the royal yard till he gets sober, 
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With the setting of the topgallant-sails and royals the 
Akbar began to pick up headway with her easy roll and I 
looked about for Alonzo to see how he was making it as a 
sailor. I was just in time to see his pale face (for his pink 
cheeks had lost their color) coming from behind the house 
on the run bound for the lee rail to feed the fishes. He lost 
his breakfast and hung over the rail like a wet rag. The mate 
also saw his condition and hurried to his side as I supposed 
to help him. Not so, the mate. 

“What in hell are you trying to do?” said he. “Trying to 
paint the side of the ship without a paint brush? If I catch 
you slobbering up the paint work you'll get that short- 
handled broom in damned quick order.” 

Alonzo turned and staggered towards his room, with the 
mate at his side, who told him in short order what to do for 
seasickness. 

“Go to the Doctor and ask him for a piece of salt pork. 
Tie a rope-yarn to it and hold it in your hand. Stand by for a 
rush of guts to the head and when you feel it surge, swallow 
the pork, but hold on to the lanyard. The pork will drive it 
back and with everything quiet below pull the pork back 
with the lanyard.” 

At this, Alonzo lost all control as he reached his door and 
sitting on the sill, not caring whether he was in or out, he 
gave relief to his holdings right on the deck. 

The mate at once grabbed him by the collar and stood him 
on his feet in no gentle manner. There he stood like a 
drunken man; knees, feet and hands, all limp; and shoving 
him roughly across the deck the mate made him get a bucket 
and the short broom. Trailing the broom behind with a 
bucket half-full of water and the mate prodding him along, 
Alonzo could only go as far as the main hatch where he set 
the bucket down between his knees and sitting on the comb- 
ings with his elbows on his knees and holding his head with 
his hands, the spasmodic contraction of the diaphragm was 
anything but hiccoughs. 

“Get up, damn you, and get to work!” said the mate. I 
don’t know how much further he would have gone had not 
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the captain interfered. He had evidently been watching pro- 
ceedings from the top of the cabin for he called to the mate: 

“Mr. Burris, I think you had better send that boy below. 
a is in no condition to work. Set the main topmast-stay- 
sail.?? 

“Set the main topmast-staysail, sir,” replied the mate. In 
the next breath, he called, “A couple of you at the main 
topmast-staysail-halliards.” I saw a look of disgust on the 
face of the second mate as the mate left Alonzo and couldn’t 
help thinking what Alonzo said when we first came aboard, 
that he “would rather be in the second mate’s watch than in 
the mate’s.” It showed that although Mr. Sanborn was gruff 
and severe yet he had a heart and that is more than the mate 
had shown during the past half-hour. Although the men 
were feeling pretty good from the effects of the whiskey, 
O’Rourke showed his disapproval of the mate’s actions by 
saying in an undertone, unheard by the mate, while hoisting 
the main topmast-staysail: 

“This bloody mate will git us all in trouble b’fore the 
viage ends, I’m a-tellin’ ye’s. Phat in the bloody hell does he 
git out o’ ridin’ a mere b’y loik thet? Ef he gits by wid it 
he’ll soon be a-tryin’ it on wan o’ us an’ I’m here t? tell ye’s 
thet he’d better brail in his spanker an’ not run against me 
luff or damn me, some dark night th’ ship’ll be need’n’ an- 
other mate. That’s phat it will!” Then to me, “Take a turn,” 
for the sail was getting the breeze and was much harder to 
hoist. 

Taking a turn under the belaying-pin, O’Rourke and 
“Ffandsome Charlie” began swaying off. The halliards led 
down to the starboard side of the fife-rail around the main- 
mast. Bracing their feet below and grasping the halliards 
above their heads these two men swayed away from the bitts, 
throwing their bodies backward for all the weight they had. 
This brought the halliards down until their bodies stood at 
right angles from the fife-rail; then bending their knees and 
holding all they had gained, they rendered the rope under 
the pin while I pulled in the slack ready for another pull. 

The sing-out for this kind of work varies in call from 
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“Yo-ho, he-oh!” or “A-hoy, boys!” with the pull coming 
on the last word, to a semi-chantey. “Handsome Charlie” 
broke out in the latter,—one of negro origin. 


riers Seater STS 


Oh Ma-ry! Come down with your bunch of ro-ses! 
—____________, — ~* 
2 o @ @ F eo | 
Se ele =| 
Come down whenI call, Oh, Ma-ry! Oh, Ma - ry, come down! 


Here, the pull for the sway-off comes on the accented 
notes. In the same measure a hold or pause is necessary while 
the rope is being rendered under the belaying-pin, giving 
time for the men to regain their feet and secure a fresh hold 
on the halliards above. 

Mary and Julia are favorite names aboard ship, with the 
sailors, particularly in the sway-off, and the cry of “Oh-ho, 
Julia!” denotes a heavy pull all together, on Julia. 

With the setting of the sail we next ran up the main top- 
gallant-staysail and the mizzen topmast and topgallant-stay- 
sail followed. The ship was now under full sail and doing 
her best. At eight bells (noon) the second mate’s watch went 
below for dinner while the rest of us were busy with the 
ropes, clearing the decks from the tangled mess. Fathoms of 
rope from the halliards, sheets and braces were coiled sepa- 
rately and neatly, at uniform length, from their individual 
pins along the rail and by the time we were called for dinner 
everything was in shipshape order. 

Our dinner consisted of mutton stew, potatoes, boiled salt 
pork, soft-tack (white bread), ginger bread and coffee sweet- 
ened with molasses. I was as hungry as a bear and wasted no 
time in starting in. When I brought it into our room, Alonzo 
couldn’t stand the smell of the stew and crawling out of his 
bunk again made for the lee rail where he remained for 
sometime, but came back before I had finished and rolled 
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up in his blankets, turning his back to me. I asked him if he 
had rather I should go on deck and he replied in a feeble 
voice: “I don’t think so. I guess I can stand it.” His tone of 
voice told me plainly that he couldn’t, so I took the safer 
side and picking up my tin plate of mutton and pot of coffee, 
finished my dinner on the main hatch in the cold. 

Steering east by south from Boston Light, to clear Cape 
Cod some forty miles distant, we sighted the Cape about 
3 p.M. At 4 P.M. everything was snug aboard the ship and 
the second mate’s watch went below in the first dogwatch, 
all hands having been kept on deck during the day, busy 
with the sails, etc. There was no work in the dogwatch except 
to sweep up for the night and I was glad when the mate 
told me to put away my broom for I had been working 
pretty hard during the day. 

Dave, the Tasmanian, who was in our watch, singled me 
out to talk to as we walked the decks together. There is no 
sitting down aboard ship while on deck during the day, 
except in the dogwatch, and sailors are permitted to do about 
as they please, but must be handy for a call at a moment’s 
warning. Unless they are unusually tired, however, one sel- 
dom sees a sailor sitting. He walks for a rest and the habit 
remains with him through life. 

It was about half-past five and just at dusk when Dave 
said to me: “Well, Fred! Take your last look at America. 
She’ll soon be out of sight and it will be a hell of a long day 
before you see her again. Were you ever in Australia?” 

“No, Dave,” said I, “this is my first voyage to a foreign 
country.” 

“Ts that so!” said he. “Well! you are bound for God’s 
country, me boy! Melbourne is a fine city. Clean streets with 
water from the mountains running on both sides of the street 
to carry away the rubbish. The Royal Parks and Public Gar- 
dens are filled with pretty girls and it’s no trick at all to sail 
alongside a fair damsel and enjoy yourself of a Sunday 
afternoon. America is too cold for me. I was told that Boston 
Common was a swell place for pretty girls, but damn it! I 
didn’t see anything but ice. Wait till I git you in Melbourne. 
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I?ll show you a town worth seeing. And when you’ve been 
with me an afternoon, I?ll bet a sovereign you won’t want to 
return to the States.” 

Twilight was fast approaching and the steward came out 
of the lamp-room with the side-lights and put them up in 
the fore-rigging, after which he walked aft with the bin- 
nacle-lights, two small brass lamps that lock into the bin- 
nacle, one on each side, throwing the rays of light on the 
compass for the benefit of the man at the wheel. 

Kruse, an old Russian Finn, took the lookout on top of 
the t’gallant fo’c’sle deck. He wore his pea-jacket collar 
turned up around his ears and walked from port to starboard 
sucking a short-stemmed pipe from which the smoke curled 
from under his cap, drawn tightly over his forehead, resem- 
bling a miniature galley stove-pipe on the move. One would 
have thought the old man was there for the night instead of 
only a half-hour. 

The Akbar, racing onward with a fine nor’west wind on 
the quarter, plunged into the waves ahead scattering a bright 
phosphorescent light about her bow as if to brighten her 
course. A cold, clammy feeling came over me in the silence 
about the ship for there was nothing to be heard except the 
squeaking of yards above where the jaws clung to the mast 
holding them in place as the vessel rolled to leeward. The 
mate was walking the weather side of the poop, alone, while 
the captain and second mate were below at supper. Big Hans 
was at the wheel and “Handsome Charlie,” O’Rourke, Dave 
and I stood on the spare spar, to windward, watching the 
last rays of light on the land to westward. With the disap- 
pearance of the land, Cape Cod Light, a white light of un- 
usual brightness, shone over the water off our quarter, a 
beacon, indeed, to warn approaching mariners of the danger 
ahead and to keep well to the nor’ard in entering Massachu- 
setts Bay. 

“Fred,” said. Charlie, “that’s) Highland Lichteandea 
mighty good one. You seldom see a brighter one and Il] tell 
you she looked mighty good ven ve sailed into Boston Roads 
last month.” 
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“That’s a good light, all right,” said Dave, “but not half 
as bright as ’I’land Light below New York.” 

“A-h, phat th’ bloody hell yer givin’ us anyway!” said 
O’Rourke. “Dis Highland Light is de brightest light on d’ 
coast or why d’ye call et Highland Light?” 

“Bl? me! You don’t know what youw’re talking about,” 
said Dave. “’Pland Light is the brightest on the Atlantic 
coast. It stands away up on a bluff and they nicknamed it 
‘Never Sink Light,’ because it shines so far out to sea that 
vessels always have time to come about and fill away on 
another tack before grounding and that’s why there are no 
wrecks around New York. They never go ashore and they 
never sink.” 

“A-h, phat do yous know about it! Where d’ye git th’ 
informary?” said O’Rourke. 

“Well, that’s what they told me in New York,” said 
Dave. 

“Noo Yorick, be damned!” replied O’Rourke, “Phat 
d’ they know about Cape Cod Light in Noo Yorick? That’s 
phat Id loik t’ know, be dad!” 

“Mr. O’Rourke,” said I. 

“Mister, be damned!” interrupted O’Rourke. “Dare’s no- 
body but th’ high-brows aft thet ye’ll be after a-callin’ Mis- 
ter. Moi name’s O’Rourke. Call me O’Rourke.” 

“T was going to say,” said I, “that I think Dave is right 
about the brightness of the two lights.” 

“An? I’d loik t? know phat th’ bloody hell yous know 
about et? Did ye ever see et?” 

“Sure, I’ve seen it,” I replied. “But to settle the argu- 
ment, I’ve got a list of lights on the coast in my room—a 
small book published by the Government. That will settle 
the question.” 

They all followed me to my room where I read from the 
“Tight List” of the Department of Commerce at Washing- 
ton: 

Cape Cod Light on the north-east side of Cape Cod, lat. 42° 02’ 


23” N. long. 70° 03’ 40” W. Stands 195 feet above the water; 
is a white light of Ist order with 9,000 candlepower. 
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Navesink Light, on the easternmost spur of Navesink Highlands, 
N: J., lat. 40° 23” 46” N. long. 73° 59° 0907 |W. Standsi246 feet 
above the water, having two fixed white lights of Ist order with 
9,000 candlepower each.* 


“There you are,” said Dave, “I thought I was right.” 

“An? so did I,” replied O’Rourke. “Yous didn’t know no 
more about et ’an I, an’ phat th’ bloody hell do th’ book 
know about candlepower? Any — — — could print thet in 
a book.” 

Dave and O’Rourke went on with their argument until 
the light disappeared in the distance astern. Finally Charlie 
brought up a new subject, saying, 

“Who takes the veel at eight bells?” 

“Faith! I tink ye’s better be after lavin’ thet job t’ me, 
for it’s been a long toime since I’ve had th’ spokes of a weel 
in me mitts an’ I? don’t waant t’ be chasin’ th’ bloody compass 
from hell t? breakfast in th’? middle o’ th’ noight, half 
asleep,” said O’Rourke. 

“No!” said Charlie, “I’ve got it mapped out this vay. Let 
Dave take it and Fred can follow from ten to twelve. In the 
mornin’ vatch I?ll take the veel from four to six, and you 
can have it from six to eight, ven it is light.” 

“But Fred has never steered a square-rigger. Why not let 
him have the wheel from six to eight in the morning?” 
replied Dave. 

I objected, explaining that if I could steer a schooner at 
night I could steer the Akbar and unless she was awfully 
hard to handle I would like the chance of standing my trick 
at the wheel with the rest. And so we decided to take it as 
outlined by Charlie. 

Four bells were struck. The starboard watch came on deck 
relieving the wheel and lookout and before getting my sup- 


* Both of these lights have since been replaced by better and different 
lights. Cape Cod Light now stands 183 feet above the water and can be 
seen twenty miles, having a candlepower of 580,000 and flashing white at 
intervals of five seconds, while Navesink stands 246 feet above water and 
can be seen twenty-two miles. Like Cape Cod, it flashes white every five 
seconds, but has a candlepower of 710,000. 
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per from the galley I waited for Hans as the mate sang out, 
“That?! do the watch.” 

I met Hans coming down the poop-deck ladder, upon 
being relieved at the wheel, and asked how she steered, 
walking the lee side to the galley with him. 

“She bane a easy wessel to handle an’ stheers youst like 
a ya’at,” said he. This information satisfied me that I should 
have no trouble during my trick at the wheel from ten to 
twelve in the next watch and leaving him I went to my room 
for my tin pans to get my supper from the galley. 

Alonzo was covered up in his blankets, a very sick boy, 
and wanted nothing in the way of supper. Even beefsteak 
and hot biscuits didn’t tempt him and so I ate in silence. The 
smoky lamp still continued to do its part and was too dis- 
agreeable to permit the door being closed. Alonzo wanted 
only air and after finishing eating, I doused the glim and 
talked with him in the dark till eight bells, with the door 
wide open. It is needless to say I did most of the talking. 

I put on all the surplus clothing I owned, dressing as 
warmly as I could for the evening watch, and went on deck, 
with the calling of the watch, so bundled up that “Hand- 
some Charlie” laughed at me. 

“Anyone vould think that you vere in the region of the 
North Pole. You don’t call this cold, do you?” said he. “You 
should have been vith me last month in the Cleopatra in 
about this latitude. Talk about cold vedder; ve had it good 
and strong. De ship was loaded vith nitrates from Wal- 
paraiso, down to the scuppers. It come on to blow about sun- 
down. The bob-stays, knight-heads and fore riggin’ vas so 
covered vith ice that she vas down by the head. You couldn’t 
valk for the ice on the decks. Life lines vere stretched fore- 
and-aft to hold on to. After eight bells had gone all hands 
vere called to shorten sail. Holy mackerel! How it blowed! 
Ven up aloft she shipped a sea nearly throwin’ her on her 
beam-ends. The lashings to the spare topmast vas all frozen 
and snapped off joust like paper and the topmast vas adrift 
on the decks. It didn’t take more than a couple of seas, after 
she had righted, to carry avay the lee bulvarks and the 
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bloody topmast vent on the run by the board. Ven ve got 
down from aloft the mate vas missin’ and ve think he vent 
overboard vith the topmast and drowned. If he didn’t 
drown he froze to death a-hangin’ to the spar. There vas 
hardly a man vot didn’t have his hands or feet frosted. 
There vas ice a-hangin’ to the riggin’ ven ve arrived in Bos- 
ton and some of the newspapers had a fortegraph of us 
taken. Didn’t you see it?” 

I did remember seeing the account of it and told him so. 
Here Andy came past us and Charlie stopped him, catching 
him by the arm in good-natured way, saying: 

“Vot are you doin’ out here? Ain’t you in this starboard 
vatch?” 

“No,” said Andy, “I’m in the mate’s vatch.” 

“Vare vere you in the dogvatch? I didn’t see you,” said 
Charlie. 

“Oh, I vas in the fo’c’sle, out of sight,” said Andy. “I 
am not goin’ t? show meself to dis mate any more than I can 
bloody vell help. He takes me for the poy an’ joust so soon 
as he sees me, up aloft he sends me to pick Irish pennants 
out of the riggin’. Joust because I’m the littlest man aboard, 
I ain’t a poy. I’m now five years as able seaman. Dis bloody 
mate makes me tired.” And spitting a mouthful of tobacco 
juice down the mouth of the bilge pumps he showed his 
disgust by kicking a coil of rope hanging from the fife-rail, 
no doubt as he would like to kick the mate. 

“This gives us another man at the veel that I forgot,” 
said Charlie. “Now it’s better and easier to keep run of be- 
cause the man on lookout to-night will have the same hours 
at the veel day after to-morrow.” 

“Flow do you figure that way?” I asked. 

“Vell, the Cleopatra had seven men in a vatch and that is 
the vay vith this ship. Seven men joust makes right. See!” 
said Charlie. 

“Hold on, Andy!” said he. “Ve arranged in the dogvatch 
not countin’ you in. It’s better you go and relieve O’Rourke 
on the lookout now. Then you follow Kruse at the veel. This 
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makes you come on at the veel to-morrow from four bells to 
eight bells in the afternoon.” 

Andy scratched his head, to think for a while, and said, 

“Vell, if I don’t steer till then, mox nix ouse vid me.” So 
saying he went forward and Charlie explained that Andy 
being the last man and following Kruse he, of course, would 
be the last man in our watch to take his trick at the wheel. 

O’Rourke wasted no time in getting down from the fo’- 
c’sle-head and joining us said, “That was a bloody good turn 
you done me, Charlie.” 

We continued to walk the decks while Charlie talked to 
me about his conquests in a North Street dance house where 
he spent all his earnings from the last voyage quicker than 
he thought he could have done; but being drunk most of the 
time, he concluded it must have been all right because he 
had nothing to show how he spent his money. He remem- 
bered on two occasions of inviting the whole house to drink 
with him and on several occasions of awakening from a 
drunken slumber with his shoes and stockings on. The board- 
ing-house keeper took care of his money dealing it out in 
small sums as he wanted it, but never as much as he asked 
for. He didn’t mistrust the keeper for he was always giving 
advice—how he should be very careful and not drink too 
much while at the dance houses and particularly warned him 
against the maids who would not hesitate to pick his pocket 
if an opportunity presented itself. His tale of awakening 
with no money left, when he thought he had plenty with the 
keeper, sounded like the stories we read of the poor unfor- 
tunate sailor ashore. It was awfully good of the house to find 
him a ship like the Akdar, bound for Australia, where times 
were good and no trouble at all for sailors to get a job ashore 
at twice the wages paid A B’s in America; and by drawing 
a month’s advance when he shipped, he was able to pay off 
his indebtedness. The boarding-house keeper had bills for 
everything he had spent, therefore he considered himself 
fortunate in being an inmate of so honest a house that could 
give an accurate account of the money he had spent while in 
a state of intoxication when other houses would simply steal 
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him blind. So interesting was his account of his conquests 
ashore that four bells struck before I knew it. 

“Four bells, Fred,” said Charlie. “Your veel.” 

The mate walked the weather side of the quarter-deck as 
I made my way up the lee companionway ladder and on to 
the wheel. 

“Southe-east by southe,” called Dave, as I took the wheel. 

“Southe-east by southe,” I answered, while Dave walked 
forward thrashing his hands about his body in an effort to 
keep warm and was soon on the main-deck. I had a firm 
grasp on the spokes for there was a good breeze and quite a 
sea running and was surprised to see how easily the ship 
steered, but was brought to my senses by the mate calling: 

“Who in hell sent you here at this time of the night? 
What do you know about steering? Here!—Dave! Dave! 
Come back here and take the wheel. What in hell are you 
all trying to do by sending this man to the wheel without 
standing by?” And hobbling to leeward he ran to the break 
of the poop, shouting as he ran. 

I found that the diamond screw shaft of the wheel was a 
great improvement over the old tiller ropes of the Floyd 
which were often so slacked that at times the kicking of the 
wheel, from the action of the waves against the rudder, 
made it almost impossible to hold. With the A&dar there 
was very little kicking and I had no difficulty in keeping her 
straight. I was helmsman enough not to wear myself out by 
running the wheel hard up or hard down, as the compass 
swung from starboard to port across the lubber’s-mark, and 
while Dave was returning I thought of the words of Captain 
Winslow, off Point Judith, “If she begins to swing too far, 
meet her with a spoke or two.” 

I had my eye on the mark and the ship was on her course 
when the mate and Dave returned. The mate stuck his head 
in front of me to see how she headed, while I looked aloft 
to catch a star, on the luff of the topgallant sail, to help me 
in my steering. 

“Take the wheel, Dave, till I can get another man,” said 
the mate. 
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“Hold on, Mr. Burris,” said I. “I can steer this ship. She’s 
on her course now and when I can’t keep her straight you can 
send me for’ard. Let Dave stand by till you are satisfied. I 
have steered a schooner in a worse sea than this and I will 
have no trouble now.” 

He evidently soon thought so for he told Dave to stand 
by. After watching me for about five minutes Dave ventured 
to suggest that I was doing all right and asked if he couldn’t 
go forward. 

“T?1l tell you when to go for’ard. You’re doing well as 
you are,” said the mate, without turning his head, which was 
thrown back on his shoulders while he watched the luff of 
the topgallant sail against the sky above, picking out a star 
near the sail that might tell the instant the ship would swing 
away from her course. I knew he was watching the star very 
closely and I determined to keep the ship on her course at all 
hazards. He looked neither to the right nor to the left and 
didn’t speak a word till I rang five bells; then coming to the 
binnacle he took a look at the compass and then at Dave. 

“What do you think, Dave?” asked the mate. “Do you 
think he can steer without your assistance?” 

“Sure he can! I ’aven’t given him any assistance all the 
time I ’ave been standin’ here,” said Dave, in an impatient 
manner, for he was cold and anxious to get down from the 
quarter-deck away from the wind to the main-deck which is 
more sheltered. 

“You seem to think I don’t know what I’m doing. I don’t 
want any grouchiness from you and I want you to distinctly 
understand that you are here to obey orders. If I want you 
to stay here all the watch, you’ll stay and stay pleasantly, do 
you understand?” questioned the mate. 

“T understand, sir,” said Dave, for there was nothing he 
could say to please the mate by telling him what he thought 
of the situation. 

“T’ve a good notion to keep you here as it is,” said the 
mate, “but I?ll let you off this time. You can go for’ard and 
stand by for a call. We don’t want the ship to broach to.” 

“You'll not see her broach to,” said I. 
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“Shut your damned trap while you’re at the wheel. I?ll do 
all the talking aboard this ship when it’s necessary,” quickly 
replied the mate. 

Dave went forward and the mate, walking the weather 
gangway, took turns in watching the compass and the star 
against the luff of the topgallant sail, while I was left to do 
the heavy thinking in silence. With a big sea raising the stern 
of the ship the bow would bury itself in the waves ahead as 
she rolled; then, with the wave amidships and a list to port, 
the Akbar would take a slant to starboard, while I stood with 
my feet braced on the grating, pulling up on the spoke with 
my right hand and shoving the spoke on top of the wheel with 
my left with all my weight. I held her in a grip that was 
indeed pleasing. Spoke by spoke as she needed it and with 
the raising of the bow again, the bob-stays and back-ropes 
dripping with water,—down would settle the stern with a 
splash on the sea under her counter that was to send her head 
again into a pillow of white spray as she raced over the 
waves; then giving a spoke or two, to ease her, and again 
holding with all my strength, I steered on enjoying every 
minute till eight bells. 

Mr. Burris had no occasion, during this time, to sing out 
“Mind your helm” or even to complain that I was not on the 
course I was steering, for I was determined to show him that 
I was equal to the task of keeping her straight although the 
cold wind was chilling me through and through. 

On a cold winter’s night there is not much enjoyment in 
standing one’s trick at the wheel; but cold as it was, it was a 
great satisfaction that I was able to keep the ship on her 
course. I looked forward with pleasure, however, as the clock 
in the cabin pointed near eight bells, and with the striking of 
the clock I jerked the lanyard of the small bell with a defiant 
air, giving a distinct pause between the two quick bells in 
succession, thus: Ding-ding! . . . Ding-ding! . . . Ding- 
ding! . . . Ding-ding! “Can you do any better?” thought I. 

The mate was evidently as cold as I and before the last 
bell rang he was at the break of the poop calling, “Eight 
bells, there! Call the watch!” 
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I heard the reply, “Call the watch, sir!” but it seemed a 
long time before Jim Dunn came aft to relieve me. Giving 
him the course I glanced at the cabin clock, on my way to 
leeward, and was surprised to find not quite five minutes 
had elapsed since I rang eight bells and when you consider 
that Jim had to dress extra warm, after being routed out of 
a sound sleep, five minutes is none too long, on a cold win- 
ter’s night, for a change of watches; in fact, it is about as 
quick as it can be made. 

The day had been a strenuous one for me and I was pretty 
tired and glad of the opportunity to quit the deck and 
tumble into my “donkey’s breakfast.” Alonzo was appar- 
ently sleeping and on reaching the room I crawled into my 
bunk as noiselessly as possible, wrapping the blankets around 
my feet and legs and with my overcoat thrown over them, to 
give all the warmth possible where needed and was soon fast 
asleep and dreaming of steering the Akbar against the 
schooner David G. Floyd, in a race in which the Floyd had 
the weather berth and was gaining all the while. 

I was awakened from a troubled sleep by a sailor calling, 
“Tumble out of there, Fred, eight bells are gone!” 

Jumping out of my berth and lighting the lamp to dress 
by, Alonzo said: 

“Gee whiz, Fred! You kept me awake all this watch with 
your twisting and turning. Are you sick?” 

I answered by biting into a sea-biscuit, as I dressed. 

“What made you groan so?” he asked. 

“Tt was a bad case of nightmare,” said I. “I?ll tell you 
about it when the wheel has been relieved, and I left 
abruptly for the watch was assembling about the main hatch. 

There was no sweating up of the halliards nor pulling on 
the braces and I was soon back talking with Alonzo. 

The customary manner of calling the watch at night was 
much as follows: At eight bells the officer of the deck called 
to the men, “Call the watch.” This was answered by one of 
them, “Call the watch, sir,” and on his way to the forecastle 
he would take a belaying-pin from the rail and on reaching 
the door and sliding it back, he would beat a tattoo, making 
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as much noise as possible and at the same time lustily calling 
out: 


I ee oe ee 
fete = et 


Hay -a- ay yousleep-ers! Port watch on deck a - hoy! 


In his natural voice he would then call: “Tumble out of 
there, you port watchers. Eight bells!” 

The starboard watch was often called by members of the 
crew, “Star-bollins.” These names didn’t always apply for 
often names were given to the watch that couldn’t be found 
in the dictionary and were not mentioned in prayer meetings. 
But whatever you were called there was no mistaking the 
idea that you were wanted on deck with all speed possible. 
The last man out or the last man at a pull on the braces, if 
the habit continued, was usually reminded of the fact in no 
gentle tones. Consequently we all had a certain pride in our 
work and adopted the motto, “Be the first to answer a call 
and see that you get there.” 

This spirit has long since died out and I blush for the 
sailor of to-day. In the ’90’s, I stood on the dock at Seattle, 
watching and admiring the ship Spartan, an old-time three- 
skysail-yarder, taking in coal from the bunkers. It was neces- 
sary to move the chute. The fore yard was at cockbill and the 
braces fouled the top of the chute as it was moved aft. The 
mate called to one of the crew to jump up and clear it. There 
was no hearty response of an “Aye, aye, sir!”, but instead, 
the sailor looked at the mate, as much as to say, “How do 
you expect me to get up there?” and then looking aloft he 
surveyed the situation, without a reply, and took his good 
old time in clearing the brace. I walked away in disgust, glad 
that I had given up the sea as a means of living. 

Some years later I had occasion to instruct a building con- 
tractor in the correct way to reeve a tackle for the hoist of 
an elevator. He was reeving the rope backhanded. Land- 
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lubber that he was he persisted, saying, “What’s the differ- 
ence? It will hoist, won’t it?” 

I explained that by reeving the rope as one would coil it 
from left to right, it would keep the lay of the rope in its 
place and give it a longer life. The man still argued that it 
made no difference; whereupon I told him that as a boy my 
first lesson aboard ship was to coil a rope and reeve a tackle 
correctly and I bet with him the drinks that any ship in the 
harbor would substantiate my argument. There he could see 
for himself that all tackles were rove in the same manner. 
So he agreed to go with me to the nearest ship, which was 
only a short distance from us. She was not a square-rigger, 
but the steamer Valencia, which I said would answer the 
question just as well. 

On reaching her we found six lifeboats, swung inboard 
from the davits, and I was amazed to find that out of the six 
boats, on the side, there were only two tackles rove correctly. 
Two, out of twelve. Think of it! 

Oh, you sailors of to-day! There is no incentive for you 
to improve in your work. No goal to reach. The same is true 
with the apprentices in most of the trades. You learn your 
trade by skimping through—pay your dollar dues and are 
called skilled workmen before your eyeteeth are cut. Put it 
to yourself! How does the journeyman of to-day compare 
with the journeyman of forty years ago? There is no com- 
parison! And the same can be said of the sailors. 

It is needless to say that the contractor had the laugh on 
me and as I agreed to go by what we found on the steamer 
I had to set em up; but we rove the elevator fall according 
to my way of thinking. 

The following year, the Valencia, bound from San Fran- 
cisco to Seattle, on January 25, 1906, overran herself, in 
thick heavy weather, off Cape Flattery, and piled up on the 
rocky coast of Vancouver Island, near Cape Beale, in the 
middle of the night, when 115 souls perished in one of the 
worst disasters on the Northwest coast. 

In the course of the investigation I remember reading that 
_the crew were all of the best and there was no question as to 
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their seamanship. Now this crew had nothing to do with the 
ship the year previous, but one of the boats, filled’with pas- 
sengers, while being lowered from the davits, cockbilled, 
throwing the occupants into the raging waves below where 
they were drowned like rats. One of the falls either parted 
or got beyond control, smashing the boat against the side of 
the ship and one end came down with a run while the other 
hung in mid-air. This, probably had nothing to do with the 
correct way of reeving the davit falls, but no one could ex- 
plain just how the accident occurred. Suffice to say, there was 
an accident for which we cannot account and one too appall- 
ing for words. 


CHAPTER Vit 
SALT. HORSE AND DISCIPLINE 


By THE afternoon watch of the second day we got our 
anchors on the forecastle-head and stowed the cable be- 
low. The wind had moderated to a gentle breeze, but there 
was quite a heavy swell. In unshipping the stock of the port 
anchor, which was of iron, it got beyond control and fell 
across the shins of O’Rourke, nearly breaking his legs. He 
wouldn’t go below, although he was unable to be of any 
assistance about the deck, and spent the rest of his watch sit- 
ting on the bitts and rubbing his shins. 

The morning of the third day we had little or no wind 
and what little there was came from the southeast and being 
still on the starboard tack we sailed close-hauled all day. In 
the evening the wind increased and at eight-thirty all hands 
were called to tack ship in a disagreeable rain. 

Each man has his particular place and work to do in com- 
ing about. The mate stationed me at the lee cross-jack brace, 
which leads down abaft the mainmast to the fife-rail, 
together with the mizzen lower and upper topsail braces, to 
their separate pins, all abaft the mainmast. The coils of the 
lee braces were all taken from the pins and laid carefully 
down on the deck. The end of the brace at the bottom of the 
coil was hitched to its respective pin, so it would not unreeve 
when the yards swung round. The cross-jack brace lay well 
over on the midship plank while the mizzen lower and upper 
topsail braces lay next, in front of their respective pins. 

The braces leading to the rail were flaked carefully along 
the deck, as in an endless scroll, care being taken that there 
were no kinks or bights that might foul while running 
through the blocks, for when the yards begin to swing all the 
braces uncoil and simply whiz through the blocks while the 
men on the other side of the vessel are pulling in the slack 
as quickly as possible. 

In getting the ship ready for coming about, the mizzen 
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lower and upper topsail braces were taken from their pins to 
leeward and carried to the pin of the cross-jack brace where 
I was told to hold a turn and await the cry from the “Old 
Man” of “Mainsail, haul!” when I should let them all go 
by the run and jump to windward to pull down the mizzen- 
topsail brace, while Andy stood next to me to take care of the 
cross-jack brace. 

When everything was ready for coming about the mate 
called to the captain, “All ready, sir!” 

The captain, who was watching proceedings on deck from 
the poop, called to the man at the wheel, “Give her a good 
full,”? which he answered in the usual style. 

The ship, falling off to a good full, gathered headway, 
throwing the spray over the bow, and when sailing at her 
best possible speed the “Old Man” sang out, “Ready 
about!” 

This was a warning for us to be ready for the next com- 
mand when he called to the helmsman, “Hard-a-lee!” 

“‘FYard-a-lee, sir!”? he answered, and stepping off the grat- 
ing where he could get a better purchase on the spokes of the 
wheel he pulled down one after the other in rapid succession, 
until she was hard down. The ship answered the rudder 
quickly for the jib-sheets had been eased up and there was 
nothing ahead to hold her bow. On she flew into the wind, 
meeting the waves at every plunge and sending the spray 
high over the knight-heads. The ship was then “in stays” 
and on an even keel. The sails and blocks, flapping and slat- 
ting back and forth, were making a deafening noise, yet the 
captain’s voice was heard above the din in his next command, 
“Tacks and sheets!” . 

Here the men in charge slackened away while those at the 
clew garnets, with their mournful cry, raised the corner of 
the courses towards the slings of the yard. This added more 
noise from those large sails which slatted back and forth; 
now, against the mast and then, with a slap, in the wind. 
ae the wind dead ahead I heard the order I was waiting 

or. 

“Main topsail haul!” cried the “Old Man,” and I let the 
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braces go by the run. The yards on being released from lee- 
ward swung around in a lively manner and I ran in front of 
Andy to help with the starboard braces of the mizzen lower 
topsail. He stepped back to make room for me to pass and in 
doing so stepped into the coil of the cross-jack brace which 
was uncoiling at a rapid pace. A turn about his leg fastened 
itself into a jam-hitch under his heel and lifted him off his 
feet and with a cry he shot up above my head into the fair- 
leader, which carried away from the force with which he 
struck it some fifteen feet above my head. 

“Hold on! Hold on!” he cried. “Don’t pull on that 
brace!” 

This was meant for me, but in the next breath he came 
down with a run, all in a heap, amid the flying braces, strik- 
ing on his head and shoulders and rolling under the fife-rail, 
half stunned, but soon picking himself up to pull in the rest 
of the cross-jack brace that was left dangling a moment 
before. All this happened so swiftly that I didn’t know but 
this part of the play was in the regular routine of tacking 
ship. Everything was in confusion and everywhere each man 
had his individual runaway yell. The mate was swearing a 
blue streak and the captain was calling in an excited manner 
at something I was unable to fathom. The sails at the fore 
were all aback and the jib sheets to windward. With all this 
headsail swinging the bow rapidly off the captain sang out, 
“Tet go and haul!” 

This is generally the last order from the captain, but that 
night things were different. The jib-sheets were let go to 
windward while the fore yard began to swing. The heavy 
yards were pointed to the wind and the sails catching the 
wind, everything came around on the other side with a bang. 
My sleeves were wet to the elbow from the rain standing 
on the braces which oozed through my fingers and down my 
wrist and forearm as I pulled down on the mizzen-topsail 
braces. 

In a drizzling rain there is nothing quite so uncomfortable 
as to feel the cold water run down your shirt sleeve every 
time you close your fingers around a rope. I didn’t look aloft 


142 Tue MakING OF A SAILOR 


any oftener than I had to, on account of the rain, and being 
a novice aboard a square-rigger I was unwise as to what had 
happened aloft while we were boarding the tacks and sheet- 
ing home the courses, at the same time obeying an order to 
“Take in the main royal and topgallant sails.” 

All this happened so quickly, while the men were hurry- 
ing back and forth, cursing at every breath, “A hell of a 
note,” etc., that I asked Andy, my side partner, who was 
delegated with me to clear up the decks, if anything unusual 
had happened. 

“Anything out of the vay? Ya-ah! Ve carried away the 
main t’gallant yard. The bloody mate didn’t let go the brace 
an’ she’s hangin’ in two pieces up there,” said he. 

Just then old Kruse came forward with a tale of woe. 

““Waht d’ ye tink happens for’ard? Nottings but the fore 
ryal beckstay carried away,” asking and answering the ques- 
tion at the same time. “¥e mark my vords, ve have one hell 
ev a time yet in dis ships,” he continued. “Verst, Pat he 
looze a leg an’ ees sent ashore. Den ve sail oon Friday. Holy 
Ghost! dat’s bad! Now, ve tack ship de verst time an’ de 
tgalland jard, he carries avay an’ de fore r’yal beckstay ees 
busted. Vare vill ve be before ve gits t? Melbourne? It looks 
wery bad.” All this was said in an undertone while we were 
straightening out the tangled ropes. 

Kruse, a Russian Finn, from on the Gulf of Bothnia, 
spoke Pigeon-English, Swedish and German equally well. 
He was very superstitious and worried himself sick because 
of the signs that came and went while on the voyage. He was 
always asking me about dates, because he knew I kept a jour- 
nal of the voyage and more than once he woke me in the 
middle of our watch below to substantiate some theory, and 
after a time he became a regular nuisance. 

The fore yard bringing up against the royal backstay 
seemed to him as much of a calamity as the carrying away of 
the main topgallant yard. The topgallant yard was secured 
to the topgallant mast, by the men aloft, but it was five bells 
before we were sent below and I had a chance to get into a 
dry shift of clothing. There was only an hour and a half 
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left in our watch, but I tumbled into my bunk as soon as I 
could for the little sleep that I was entitled to. 

The following Monday came in with a drizzling rain and 
light and variable winds which finally settled in the north- 
west and blew stronger. In the latter part of the watch there 
was a call from the mate, “Stand by the royal halliards,” and 
the wind coming in puffs it was soon followed by, “Let go 
and clew up.” 

After the sails were clewed up he called, “Jump aloft and 
take ’em in.” I jumped into the mizzen rigging with a “Take 
it in, sir!” when he sang out: “What do you know about 
furling a square-s’l? Better come down out of there and let 
a man do it.” 

I was already above the sheer-pole with a good start and 
answered, 

“T’m man enough for this job,” and ran up the shrouds as 
quickly as possible for I was afraid he would insist on my 
coming down. 

No fear of it! Not he! And I was soon over the top, in her 
roll to leeward, and halfway up the topmast rigging before 
I stopped. 

From the topmast cross-trees I had to shin to the royal 
yard. The sail flapped above me, shaking the mast, and 
standing on the foot-rope, nearly out of breath, I paused to 
survey the situation, with one hand grasping the grommet 
and the other on the jack-stay. There was a good easy swell, 
but the ship listed under the stress of wind which was all she 
could hold and the deck seemed so small below, looking 
altogether different from this bird’s-eye view than when on 
deck and entirely different from the view I had on the royal 
yard my brother and I had set up in the attic, and I smiled 
with a feeling of pride that I had mastered the art of furling 
a royal at home. 

A puff of wind caused the ship to roll to leeward and a 
pitch into the next sea brought me to my senses; that I must 
take in the sail before the situation was any worse; and dig- 
ging my fingers into the canvas and bracing my knees under 
the yard, I pulled the canvas to windward, on top of the 
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yard, holding under my stomach the sail gathered in until I 
had reached the foot, where I put a temporary turn around 
the yard with the end of the gasket until I had rolled up the 
sail. Then to leeward I went, pulling the sail towards the 
bunt until everything was rolled up nicely. Passing the gas- 
ket and going back to windward I finished with a regular 
harbor furl. 

On regaining the deck the mate asked, “Where did you 
learn to furl a royal?” for he had watched my work aloft 
and thinking he was finding fault I asked, 

“What’s wrong with it, sir?” 

“Nothing’s wrong with it,” said he. “But I don’t see how 
you can learn to furl a sail that way in a schooner.” 

“J shipped as ordinary seaman,” said I, “and an ordinary 
seaman is supposed to reef, hand and steer. If I couldn’t do 
this, I’d still be a boy, sir,” and without further explanation 
I walked forward with a cocky air, glad to hear that I had at 
last done something that the mate had not found fault with. 

I had no sooner joined the other members of the watch 
than he called, “Stand by the t’gallant halliards.” 

Here, old Kruse came by cursing a blue streak. “Damn 
the luck! Deese is th’ thurdeenth of th’ month. I know’d 
sunthin’ ’ud happen,” said he. “What did I tole ye?” 

“Tet go and clew up!” shouted the mate. “A couple of 
hands jump up and take ’em in.” 

The flying-jib was also taken in and on reaching the deck, 
after furling the topgallant sails, the mate sang out, “Call 
all hands to reef the mainsail!” 

The wind was now blowing a gale from the northwest, 
with the wind on our quarter and this big sail required all 
hands to handle it. The starboard watch came on deck with 
a rush and a cry at the clew-garnets and raised the clews 
while the tack and sheet were eased off. With the help of the 
buntlines, leech-lines and spilling-lines, some of the wind 
was smothered from the sail but there was a flapping of 
canvas about the mainstay that shook the whole ship in a 
tremor. The reef-tackles hauled the reef-band of the sail 
well out to the yardarm and then there was a race up the 
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rigging by the sailors to see who should be first to straddle 
the weather yardarm, to pass and pull away on the earing 
and lash the cringle in the reef-band to the yardarm. Then, 
picking up the sail until the reef-points were reached, we 
waited the cry “Haul out to wind’ard,” when every inch 
obtainable was stretched to windward and the weather earing 
was made fast. In the same manner the sail was then 
stretched to leeward with the “Haul out to lu’ard!” and 
likewise made fast. The men then knotted the reef-points 
around and on top of the yard and when all was secure and 
the main tack down, the sail was sheeted home and the ship 
put on her course again. 

In the afternoon, with the weather moderating, the fore 
topgallant yard was sent down and crossed on the main, 
while the broken yard was sent down until we could make 
another. At five o’clock on the morning of the next day, the 
wind increasing, we took in the jibs and upper topsails and 
furled the reefed mainsail. It was my first experience and a 
queer sensation. 

The men strung out along the yard, standing on the foot- 
rope, threw their heels high in the air and bending over the 
yard, with heads downward, reached with their hands as far 
down as possible in order to pick up the sail and roll it on 
top of the yard. At first I thought I was being thrown over 
the yard, head first; but I soon found that my knees, braced 
against the yard, held me quite secure and it was astonishing 
how quickly I got used to the situation and was able to use 
both hands without the thought of falling. With heels high 
in the air and a cry “Yo-ho, high-o!” our feet swung down 
as suddenly as they went up while I hung on for dear life 
expecting to be thrown backward. No such ill luck, for I had 
a handful of No. 1 duck canvas that I had dug my finger 
nails into. My fingers were bleeding at the nails because the 
sail refused to slacken enough for me to grasp it and so I 
fought and pounded to make a dent that I could hold on to. 
We all did it and the most of us fought and cursed the sail 
and everybody else until the air was actually blue from 
blaspheming. 
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That afternoon, with a high sea running and decks awash, 
while going aft to take the wheel, I watched my chance to 
run from the weather main rigging to the gangway at the 
break of the poop and got a good start, but before I could 
reach the corner of the cabin the ship lurched to leeward 
while I jumped for the corner. My hands caught the side 
of the cabin, but the corner, being rounded off, my fingers 
slipped as a sea slopped over the quarter rail, wetting my 
hands, and I lost my hold. The decks were wet and slimy 
and my feet slipped from under and down I fell, flat on my 
stomach and was thrown around sliding head-first across the 
deck. I tried to catch the spar on the waterways, as I slid, but 
failed and my hands went under the spar and my head struck 
the place where my hands should have been. My forehead 
was badly bruised and I came out of the water wet through, 
but not seriously hurt. Standing knee-deep in the scuppers I 
shook myself, very much as a water spaniel might have 
done, furnishing no little amusement for the rest of the 
watch while going up the lee gangway. 

The weather continued unsettled for several days, during 
which we set and took in our upper sails every day. 

Ten days out Alonzo came on deck for the first time since 
leaving Boston. We celebrated his appearance by sending 
down the fore topgallant yard that had been in use on the 
main, putting it back at the fore, where we had had no sail, 
and crossing the new main topgallant yard and bending the 
sails as before. He was unable to stay to see the job finished 
and had to turn in again. It was during this watch that I saw 
my first school of flying-fish. They were about the size of a 
smelt, having long pectoral wings. Jumping from the crest 
of a wave they are able to fly to windward from 500 to 1,000 
feet or more, depending on the moisture of their wings. 
When they become dry they are obliged to dive back into the 
water. I have seen a dolphin chasing a flying-fish, breaking 
out of a wave just behind the flying-fish, which seemed to 
fly to avoid being caught. The dolphin kept just under the 
flying-fish waiting for it to alight, just as a trout watches a 
grasshopper flying into a brook. The flying-fish seemed to 
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know that it was being watched and flew to a distant wave 
where it dipped its wings and darted off at a right angle, thus 
avoiding its pursuer. The dolphin is considered the swiftest 
fish that swims and the flying-fish must have a good start on 
the dolphin to avoid being caught. They usually fly at a 
height of about ten feet above the water and often strike 
against the sails at night. If the ship’s cook is friendly, he 
ie fry this little delicacy for the one fortunate enough to 
nd it. 

I found one that flew into the main-topmast staysail and 
Charlie was struck on the shoulder by another which he 
caught and gave to me. The “doctor” consenting to fry them 
for breakfast, I shared with Alonzo who said it was the finest 
eating of anything he had tasted since leaving Boston. It 
was really more than he could eat. The poor fellow didn’t 
eat enough to feed a canary. His full face and rosy cheeks 
had vanished and he was beginning to show the effects of 
keeping in his bunk. 

The cracker hash, which was our usual morning breakfast, 
was a mixture of broken pieces of hard-tack soaked in water 
until it became soft and then mixed with pieces of salt beef, 
pork and sliced onions to give it a flavor. This “lobscouse” 
was usually more than Alonzo could stand, but I was very 
fond of it when it was baked with a crisp top. The coffee, 
sweetened with sorghum molasses, now began to taste strong 
as the water was drawn from an iron tank and no doubt was 
quite rusty. 

The cabin fare was the same as ours except that they had 
sugar for coffee and butter on their white bread (soft-tack) 
with a few delicacies thrown in. We had salt beef and pork, 
good of the kind, but the cabin was furnished with the choice 
cuts. The beef came in three-hundred-pound casks and was 
soaked in brine well saturated with saltpeter. When taken 
from the cask it was as red as a flannel shirt. It was put into 
a wooden oval cask, holding about forty gallons, larger at 
the bottom than the top to keep it from capsizing. The wood 
was usually scraped and oiled on the outside and bound with 
brass hoops, which were polished bright, and this piece of 
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deck furniture, called a “harness-cask,”” was used exclusively 
for soaking out salt meat by covering it with salt water. The 
meat was allowed to soak for a day or so before it was fresh 
enough to cook. 

It was customary at this time, when a cask of salt beef was 
opened, to let the steward first pick out the choice pieces, for 
the cabin, and leave the lean pieces for the crew. These were 
called by the sailors “old horse” and were thrown into the 
“charness-cask” only as the cook needed them. The name of 
“old horse” is ancient history. Richard H. Dana in his “Two 
Years before the Mast” says, “There is a story current 
among seamen that a beef-dealer was convicted, at Boston, 
of having sold an old horse for ship’s stores, instead of beef, 
and had been sentenced to be confined in jail until he should 
eat the whole of it, and that he is now lying in Boston jail.” 
He also quotes the rhyme all sailors knew in my time, “Old 
horse! Old horse! what brought you here?” This would 
seem to show that the name is purely American. 

Another writer claims the words to be of Welsh extraction 
of years ago. The fact that Dana mentions the “harness- 
cask”? would indicate that it was used years before he went 
to sea and he sailed from Boston, around the Horn to Cali- 
fornia in the brig Pilgrim, in the year 1834. 

The “harness-cask” no doubt obtained its name from 
throwing the scraps of the old salt beef to be soaked out in a 
tub and it is easily understood how these scraps could have 
been called the horse’s harness. Even in my day I have heard 
some old sailor with a grouch, when the evening meal was 
brought in, stab at a particularly uninviting dry piece of salt 
beef, with his fork or sheath-knife, in a vicious manner and 
with an oath that would arrest the attention of us all, hold it 
above the pan and reverently proceed to recite the well- 
known rhyme: 


Old horse! old horse! what brought you here? 
From Sacarap’ to Portland pier 
I carted stone for many a year. 
I labored long and well, alack, 
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Till I fell down and broke my back. 
They picked me up with sore abuse 
And salted me down for sailor’s use. 
The sailors they do me despise, 

They pick me up and damn my eyes, 
They eat my flesh and gnaw my bones 
And throw the rest to Davy Jones. 


On Wednesdays and Saturdays, we had soft-tack and duff. 
The cabin duff was seasoned with spice and plums or raisins 
and served with lemon or wine sauce. The crew’s duff was 
steamed in a cloth sack and was seasoned with salt and dried 
apples and served with molasses. Too much spice and wine 
sauce is not good for sailors. It is liable to ruin one’s appetite. 
The salt beef is not noted for its moisture and usually was 
as dry as a chip; but with salt pork, which we were allowed 
three times per week and is quite a delicacy, the beef was 
eatable. It takes a little time to get used to salt beef and at 
first it takes the skin off the roof of your mouth, but as with 
your hands in hauling ropes, your mouth soon becomes cal- 
loused and the sailor can digest anything he can swallow. 

In rainy weather the “harness-cask” was scrubbed out and 
taken aft to catch the rain-water from the top of the cabin. A 
short piece of hose connected the down spout or scupper to 
the cask, from which the water was dipped’ from the top, by 
deck-buckets, and carried by the sailors to fill the empty 
water-casks on deck. 

The water in the first cask was usually very brackish, but 
it could be used by the cook. One of the most disagreeable 
tasks aboard ship was to carry rain-water at night, in the rain, 
to fill an empty water-cask. 

Although you may be wearing oilskins, more or less water 
slops from the bucket across your legs and over your feet 
while walking the deck of a rolling ship and on reaching the 
empty cask, where a funnel made of sheet copper is inserted 
in the bung-hole, on top of the bilge and about four feet 
from the deck, in raising the bucket over the funnel about 
half of the remaining contents is poured into the cask while 
the rest usually slops down your sleeves and about your 
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stomach, as you lean against the cask, and by the time it 1s 
filled you are wet from head to foot. . 

In the daytime, unless it was raining very hard, the first 
catch, being brackish, was used for scrubbing paint work. 
While this work was also very disagreeable I preferred it to 
carrying water at night. While scrubbing we had a bucket of 
rain-water and a bucket half-full of beach sand, for two 
sailors. We also had a piece of old canvas to use as a cloth 
to wash the paint work about the bulwarks and this was not 
very soft so the rust stains and blotches of tar on the stan- 
chions couldn’t be removed as quickly as they would have 
been had the cloth been pliable. Dipping the canvas into the 
bucket of beach sand helped the work, but even this some- 
times failed and then the mate in his generosity would throw 
a handful of lye into the water and this usually removed the 
stains, and the skin from your fingers as well. 

A couple of hours’ work in this solution would put a 
beautiful brown color under your finger nails and before you 
were through they would resemble shingles on a weather- 
beaten house in August. 

On board ship we took pride in showing our flippers, 
stained and calloused, for delicate hands, before the mast, 
were a sign of effeminacy and meant shirking work. On 
shore it was different. A deep-water ship is rattled down, 
tarred, scrubbed and painted to look her finest just before 
reaching the home port. The sailor, also, on reaching shore 
takes pride in dressing his finest. But no matter how well 
dressed, his hands stand out in evidence of the hard work he 
has just been through and they look decidedly out of place 
when thrust through a pair of white grommets, called cuffs. 

Upon reaching New York, after the voyage, I was en- 
tirely out of shore clothes and so bought a suit of clothes and 
a “biled shirt,” etc., intending to go home properly dressed. 
I also decided that a pair of kid gloves might cover my un- 
gainly hands and making my wants known to the clerk he 
asked, “What size do you wear?” I couldn’t remember and 
he said he would take my measure. Not wishing to show him 
my horny hand, I extended it palm down while he passed a 
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strap around, reeving the end through a buckle and cinched 
it up snugly. 

“Now close your hand tightly,” said he. I shut my hand, 
but in doing so the expansion of the muscles was too much 
for the slight strap and the buckle spread apart as if made 
of lead. The clerk looked in astonishment, but when I 
showed him the inside of my hands he laughingly suggested 
that I should be fitted with rubber gloves—something that 
would stretch. However, I bought a pair of kid gloves which 
I thought were as ungainly as my bare hands, and left the 
store conscious that everybody I passed threw his port eye at 
me in a knowing manner. 

The night before Christmas came on with squally, rainy 
weather and I had the scare of my life in the evening watch. 
We were sailing under topsails with a strong northwest wind 
on our quarter. The night was dark and dreary and the lights 
in the binnacle were constantly going out. About 1.30 A.M. 
I was called again to light the starboard one. It had to be 
taken from the binnacle and carried to the lamp-room, oppo- 
site our room in the forward house, where there was no 
draft. Relighting the lamp I reached the companionway of 
the poop when suddenly I saw, standing in the darkness, the 
outlines of a big ship astern coming down upon us not one 
hundred yards away and carrying her topgallant sails as she 
ran before the wind. Not a light was showing on the ship 
and it seemed to me that my heart stopped beating as she 
towered above us with her huge yards spreading out like big 
arms ready to grasp and smother us. On, on she came and it 
seemed minutes before I could raise my voice to call the 
mate who stood on the weather side looking forward. The 
oncoming ship rolled heavily to starboard pointing her bow 
directly in our wake. It seemed to me that she was diving 
beneath the waves as her bow settled in the sea. My voice 
finally came to me and I yelled: “Look astern! Sail O! She’s 
right on top of us!” while I raised the binnacle light as one 
might wave a flash light, running astern at the same time. 

“Fiard down your wheel!” shouted the mate and in the 
same breath, “Stand by the topsail halliards!” 
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Old Kruse, who was at the wheel, stepped off the grating 
facing the spokes and whirled the wheel down as fast as he 
could while I raised the lamp hoping that it might be seen. 
There was only one sea between us and the ship and while 
our stern was settling, up came the jib-boom of the strange 
ship directly above me. The splash from our stern sent the 
rays of phosphorescent light over the water and illuminated 
the bow, jibs and sails of the ship in a most uncanny manner. 
She was staggering under the stress of canvas that she bore 
and was overhauling us at a frightful gate. We both rolled 
to leeward at the same time, going down the waves together. 
If the Adar felt the helm as our stern raised, I didn’t see it. 
My eyes were riveted on that great bow astern whose jib- 
boom seemingly was playing over our quarter as though to 
see just how near it could come without striking or fouling 
our rigging. Our stern settled again while the strange ship 
threw her bow in the air until I could see clear under her 
fore foot. The jib-boom circled to port and like a whale 
breeching and leaping the ship fairly jumped out of the sea 
and buried herself so close to our lee quarter that one could 
almost step aboard. 

In the splash that followed there was a dull, sickening 
sound of seething, foaming water. Her wash boiled over our 
stern in a mighty wave and I was thrown against the wheel 
box and into the lee wheel where I managed to hold on. The 
binnacle lamp that I held, flew over the wheel box striking 
Kruse in the face and cutting his cheek open in a gash two 
inches long. Whether the lamp struck him a blow hard 
enough to stun him, we couldn’t figure, but he was washed 
away from the wheel, against the lazaret hatch where he sat 
in a dazed condition. I heard the rattling of blocks from the 
lowering of the topsails, but don’t remember hearing the 
order to lower away or to let go. It seemed as if everything 
from aloft was coming down by the run and all was confu- 
sion. I was brought to my senses by the mate shouting: 
“Hard over your wheel, damn it! Hard over, I say!” 

“Hard over, sir!” I answered, for the wheel, with no one 
to steady it, had been whirling back and forth and the ship 
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was rounding to at a lively clip. Grasping the spokes and 
whirling them over she began to feel the rudder as she 
swung into the wind with everything flapping. 

“Lee fore brace!” yelled the mate, running down the 
poop steps while the seas slopped over the bow. Just then 
both the captain and the second mate rushed up the com- 
panionway steps and on deck as I ran round to the weather 
side of the wheel. 

““What’s the matter here?” exclaimed the second mate. I 
pointed to Kruse, who was still clinging to the lazaret hatch, 
and to the vanishing ship in the darkness astern, for we were 
almost aback. He took in the situation at a glance and hur- 
ried to Kruse who was moaning in agony. 

““What’s the matter with you? Are you hurt?” asked Mr. 
Sanborn. 

“Oh Got! Oh Got! I know’d it!” cried Kruse. 

“What do you know? Where are you hurt?” asked the 
second mate, who rolled him over on his side, feeling the 
man from head to foot. 

“Tell me where you’re hurt?” said the second mate. 

“T doan’t know. It vas awful. I don’t tink I live long. 
Aye, aye! Toot, Toot!” sighed Kruse. 

“Get up on your feet. Let’s see if you can walk,” said 
Sanborn. And lifting him up and putting one arm around 
him, he walked him to the wheel box, where he stood, shak- 
ing from head to foot, as the second mate released his hold. 

“Doan’t leave me,” pleaded Kruse, “I can’t stand oop.” 

The second mate rubbed his legs and arms while Kruse 
held on to the wheel box. There was no cry of pain under the 
rubbing and pumping his arms up and down, whereupon 
Sanborn said: 

“I guess you’re not hurt much. Take care of yourself and 
don’t fall overboard,” and leaving him abruptly he went 
forward to assist in bracing the yards. The ship was begin- 
ning to get under way again and with the exception of a wet 
deck forward we were soon on our course. Meanwhile Kruse 
kept up a continuous moaning and talking to himself, half in 
Russian and half in broken English, laboring under an hal- 
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lucination that he had seen the phantom ship Flyimg Dutch- 
man. 

“T know’d it vas her, all de time. She bane after me, I 
know, fer to-day ees Friday. My Got! It’s Friday! Tell me 
how dot ship could sail mit nopody at de veel an’ nopody on 
deck? Tell me dot can jou?” he rambled. “I pet jou find 
somepody ees meessing. He come t’ take somepody off dees 
ships. Did jou mind th’ spun-jarn a-hangin’ froom her cut- 
vater? Dot ees spun into manilla rope an’ Got help th’ man 
what runs afoul of et if et cooms aboard dees ships,” said he. 

The light from the cabin window shone on his face and 
I could see that the blood was dripping as he brushed it away 
with his handkerchief. 

“Kruse,” said I, “you’d better go to the captain and get 
something for that gash in your face. You’ll have blood all 
over the poop and the mate will raise hell if he sees it.” 

Strange to say he didn’t seem to notice that his cheek was 
cut so badly; he was so scared from the shaking up he had 
received that all he seemed to think of was the phantom ship 
that sailed by hunting for Russian-Finn sailors. 

“Do jou tink dot de cap’n vill give me somethin’ t’ 
drink?” asked Kruse. 

The idea of something to drink put new life into him and 
upon urging him to go he finally made his way on top of the 
cabin where the captain led him to the light of the skylight 
and seeing his condition took him below. I could see into his 
room from where I stood at the wheel and saw him washing 
the blood from Kruse’s face, after which he put a couple of 
strips of sticking plaster across the wound, in the shape of a 
cross, to hold the skin in place, and then led him into the 
after cabin where I lost sight of him. 

The mate didn’t concern himself about my wet condition 
at the wheel and when the cabin clock chimed eight bells 
(for he kept me at the wheel all this time) I struck the bell 
without any delay, for I was cold and chilly. The topsails 
had been reset and I was relieved and the watch sent below. 
Upon going to my room I was surprised to see Alonzo sit- 
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ting up in his bunk, after the shaking up we had had, for we 
were shipping a lot of water still. 

“Gee! Isn’t this grand?” said he, as I entered. “I like to 
feel the ship roll in this way and hear the spray against the 
house. It sounds like the rain on the shingles of our house 
at home in the attic.” 

This was adding insult to injury and I was in no mood to 
discuss the comparison. He was in a dry bed, comfortable 
and warm, while I was wet through, cold and chilly from 
the ducking I had received, and in pulling off my wet 
clothes, that clung to me so tightly, in my hurry to get into 
dryer ones, I lost all patience and exclaimed: 

“‘Y ou are a pretty one to sit there in your dry nest and tell 
how nice it is to hear the splash of water against the side of 
the house. You’d sing a different song if you had been on 
deck with me the last four hours. It may be nice to hear the 
splash inside your room, with your head buried under your 
blankets, but no sailor ever earned his salt by going to sea in 
this manner. Why don’t you get up and stand your watch 
like a man? Do you think the rest of us are out in the wet 
for your amusement?” 

“Did you expect to make a voyage without getting wet in 
weather like this?” retorted Alonzo. 

“No,” I replied, and taking up my wet shirt that I had 
just discarded, one hand on each shoulder to spread it out 
before him, I jumped in front of him and throwing it over 
his head and crossing the sleeves behind, brought them for- 
ward and tied them under his chin, squeezing out all the 
water that I could under the operation. 

“Tf you like to hear the splash of water it’s about time 
you felt it,” said I, as I tied the sleeves. 

This was more than he could stand and pulling the wet 
garment away from his face he jumped out of his bunk in- 
tending to strike me. I warned him that he’d better get back 
to bed before he got hurt, but that only made him more 
angry and we grappled, but I being the stronger held his 
arms down by his side. In the scuffle that followed, I pushed 
him against the door just as the ship rolled to leeward and 
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it slid back, wide open, and we both pitched headlong over 
the sill and down on the wet deck together, sliding into the 
lee scuppers. 

Aside from a bruised knee and a bump on Alonzo’s head 
we weathered the gale. I helped him to his feet and picking 
him up in my arms carried him to the room where I tumbled 
him into his bunk. 

“Now be a good dog and forget your troubles. I’ve got to 
get some sleep and I am sorry for what I have done,” said I. 

Alonzo saw the laughable side of the scuffle and we made 
up by shaking hands. Then he wanted to know what the 
trouble was when the watch was called, for he knew nothing 
of how near we came to being sent to Davy Jones’s locker. 
I ran over the incident with him in a hurry and rolling up in 
my blankets was soon fast asleep, only to be awakened by old 
Kruse who was shaking me violently and calling, “Frade, 
Frade! It’s better jou vake oop und go mit me to the poys 
in de fo’c’sle und tell me dot vas de Flying Dutchman vot 
sailed past our stern. Yes? Dey vill not pelieve me jet und I 
vant jou to splain youst how it happened.” 

I tried in vain to tell him that what he saw was a big ship 
and there was no such thing as the Flying Dutchman. The 
sea that washed over our stern should convince him that it 
was a reality and not a myth, but he stuck to his argument, 
which pleased Alonzo immensely. 

“What did the Flying Dutchman \ook like?” he asked, 
laughingly. 

“Vot jou mean how he look?” replied Kruse. 

“JT mean, how could you see something that doesn’t exist 
or something you can’t feel?” said Alonzo. 

“T doan sabe exist, but I feel, feel plenty. Jou see my face 
all cut und blood, jet I see youst de same. Sure I see, und I 
seen de same ships off Cape 0’? Good Hope last jeer. Holy 
Got! but it blowed und ve seen big ball ©’ fire all over de 
bloody ships und she doan’ cotch fire und on she comes mit 
no man at de veel I could see. Jes! She sail afore de vind und 
youmped right over us youst abaft de. fo’must. She bane 
drag’ in a hawser too vot fouled Christie, von o’ de crews, 


SaLtt Horse anp DiscipLine 157 


und he vent overboard youst like a streak o’ greased light’n’. 
Drug clean across de deck und over de side into de vater. 
My Got! how dot man hollered ven he vent over de side 
und into de vater und ven de ships rises on de sea jou could 
hear him avay oof in de dark, so terrible like, youst like he 
bane aboard.” 

“Tt gave you the weary Willies, didn’t it? What did you 
do?” asked Alonzo. 

“To?” replied Kruse. “It vas so bad ve couldn’t vork und 
ve all vent aft, de whole damn vorks, und told de captain he 
should put us all ashore at Cape Town or he could sail his 
dam’ Bismarck home alone.” 

“Did he do it?” asked Alonzo. 

“Ya-ah! Shore he did. He had to. But he tried t’ fool us 
and run by, but ve all laid down und vould not pull a rope- 
jarn. Jou see ve had men vot knowed navigat’n’ und ve fool 
him. Every time ve got a head vind ve could hear poor 
Christie groan so terrible-like avay t’ vind’ard. He say: 
“O-O-O! Save me! Save me!’ Und ven ve hear it ve all go 
aft t? de Cap’n und say ve vill not vork.” 

“Did the Captain hear you groan?” asked Alonzo. 

“T didn’t groan,” said Kruse. “It vas poor Christie all de 
time. Ya-ah! de Cap’n heard it joust like de rest of us, too, 
und ven he see dot he could not fool us he sayed, ‘It’s better 
I coom about.’ So ve tacked ship und headed for Cape Town. 
As soon as de bloody ship vas headed for Cape Town, de 
vind came oop for t? blow und Holy Moses how it blowed! 
It vas tree veeks afore ve get back und ve hear Christie 
groanin’ every bloody night. De Cap’n vas youst as skeered 
as us, und ven ve get in, all hands joumped over de side 
leavin’ de bloody sails a-hangin’ froom de jards. It’s better 
ve stay down from aloft, for nopody vanted t’ take any 
chances of falling. De foot-ropes might part ven ve vere 
aloft, so ve take no chances on de bloody hoodoo ships.” 

Old Kruse would have talked till morning had I not re- 
monstrated and said that he was taking up too much time of 
my watch below and I needed the sleep. I emphatically told 
him to go forward—his yarn was a good one, but it would 
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keep till the next watch. Finally he saw that I was in earnest 
and reluctantly closed the door and walked away. 

“T wonder if the old man believed what he was giving us 
or did he think us a set of boobs that he could string us with 
such a yarn? What’s he giving us anyway?” asked Alonzo. 

“Search me,” I replied. “You never know what a for- 
eigner believes. He probably adds a little more to his yarn 
every time he tells it and now swears it’s the Gospel truth, 
whether he believes it or not. Good night—I’m off for a 
sleep. We’ll talk it over in the morning.” 

In the next watch old Kruse was very entertaining and 
while we tried to convince him there was no such thing as 
the Flying Dutchman he met our argument, in his simple 
manner, with facts that he knew were correct for he saw, 
with his own eyes, the ship in question and we, not seeing the 
ship that he saw, were not fit subjects to talk intelligently. 
He seemed quite annoyed that we did not agree with him. 

While in the heat of the argument four bells struck. The 
wheel was relieved and big Hans coming from the wheel, 
stopped at the mainmast to light his pipe while going for- 
ward to the roundhouse. 

It was our custom to wash down decks at daylight, after 
the wheel had been relieved. The mate’s watchful eye saw 
Hans puffing away as he walked forward, whereupon he 
hurried off the poop swearing a blue streak and clumping 
along the deck until he reached the roundhouse. 

“See here, damn you! I don’t want you or any other old 
sailor smoking your pipe after the wheel has been relieved 
until I tell you whether or not there is any work to do. You 
know, damn well, that we wash down at this time and I 
won’t have any man around the decks sucking a pipe when 
we are at work. If you do, Pll soon ram it down your throat 
and put a head on you,” said the mate. 

Hans was a good-natured Norwegian, ordinarily, but the 
sailors had been talking of the mate’s tactics, so much of late, 
with his petty annoyances, that things were fast coming to a 
boiling point. Consequently Hans boiled over and ran out 
of the roundhouse and standing in front of the mate and 
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slamming his cap to the deck, he jumped up and down 
brandishing his clinched fists in front of Mr. Burris’ face 
and exclaimed: 

“Jou put my head on, is it? Coom on! Coom on! Do jou 
tink jou can shoove my pipe by my troat down? It’s better 
jou try it. Coom on I say! Ya-ah, I am vaitin’ fer jou! Vy 
don’t jou fight vid jour fists, ja? Jou fight all the time vid 
jour mouth. Damn it, man! I bane havin’ all th’ bloody talk - 
from jou dot I vant. Jou never saw me smokin’ ven dare vos 
vork t’ do und I smoke joust so much as I bloody vell like 
so long as ve are not turned to. I bane vaitin’ fer jou t’ hit 
me. Vy don’t jou hit me first? Dot’s vot I stand by fer.” 

Here, Hans stuck his face close up to the mate’s and 
begged the mate to strike him, saying: 

“Vy don’t jou hit me? I youst vant jou t’ hit me von leetle 
slap und damn me, I swab oop th’ decks vid jou in my hands 
youst like jou ver so year old” (measuring with his hands 
some three feet above the deck). “Jou don’t vant t’ fight, 
ja? Then vy don’t jou be like th’ second mate. He never 
bane havin’ rows vid th’ men in his vatch.” 

The mate had backed up against the rail while Hans 
talked, but both were very much excited. The mate, swear- 
ing all the time, had taken a belaying-pin from the rail 
which he waved in front of him taking good care not to hit 
Hans with it. It was.a case of “One was afraid and the other 
dasn’t.” The mate, however, was in no hurry to hit Hans 
but we expected every moment that he would. He finally 
wound up the argument by saying: 

“Oh, you make me tired! I thought by the way you came 
out of the roundhouse we were going to have a nice little 
mix up, but you are just the same as all Norwegians. A big 
streak of yellow! I’ve wasted too much time on you and it’s 
time we were washing down,” and calling to me: “You, 
Fred! Get the hose and attach it to the pump for washing 
down. Turn to, the watch.” 

With this order he walked aft carrying the belaying-pin 
and whirling it in his hand, but listening with his head 
slightly turned and on his guard that Hans might not slip 
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up on him from behind and catch him unawares. When he 
was well aft, Hans became more excited and thé farther 
away the mate got the more demonstrative he grew. Catch- 
ing sight of his cap on the deck he kicked it about, swearing 
in Norwegian and broken English. He finally kicked it too 
high and the wind catching it, the cap sailed overboard. With 
the loss of his cap he was beside himself, jumping up and 
down and cursing the mate from hell to breakfast, beating 
his chest with his clinched fists and uttering oaths with each 
thump. Stalking forward along the deck, seemingly not 
knowing what he was doing, first into the forecastle, then 
under the forecastle-deck and back like a caged tiger, he 
finally picked up a broom and joined us in scrubbing the 
decks, which somewhat eased his excitement; but with every 
stroke of the broom he uttered an oath through his set teeth, 
sweeping the water to the right and left in no gentle manner. 

When aft of the mainmast the mate took the hose and was 
none too careful with the water about our legs, which didn’t 
add comfort to Hans and on reaching the grating in front 
of the cabin he turned the water under the grating with its 
full force directly under him. Whether it was intentionally 
done to wet Hans, I am unable to say, but the dirty water 
splashed up into his face and with a “‘Yeesus Christ,” at the 
top of his voice, he swung his broom across the harness-cask, 
near where he was standing, with such force that the broom 
handle was broken short off. Then picking up the broken 
parts he violently threw them across the deck against the 
bulwarks to leeward. This so enraged the mate that he threw 
down the hose and ran into the cabin, shouting: 

“Tl fix you, damn you! Mr. Sanborn! Tumble out and 
give me a hand! We’re having mutiny aboard the ship! I 
want you to help me put this big Norwegian in irons before 
he takes the ship.” 

The second mate was soon on deck with a pair of hand- 
cuffs in his hands, followed by the captain who had heard 
the call for help, with a carbine at his side, dressed in his 
night clothes. 
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“What’s the matter here?” he called, bringing the gun to 
bear on us as he stood in the doorway. 

“That damned Norwegian is breaking up the ship’s prop- 
erty. Pve had more trouble with this man than anybody 
aboard the ship and if he is allowed to run loose he’ll con- 
taminate the whole crew. The best place for him is in the 
lazaret with a pair of iron bracelets on. Feed him on bread 
and water for a week or so and he’ll damned soon come to 
his senses,”’ said the mate. 

“What did he do?” inquired the captain. 

“Fe was smoking his pipe when I turned the men to and 
he defied me to make him stop, saying that he would smoke 
as often as he liked and be damned to me. Then to show his 
spleen he broke a new broom over the harness-cask and hove 
it across the deck against the bulwarks, scratching up the 
paint work,” said the mate. 

“Tf that is all he has done, why don’t you charge him up 
with the loss of the broom?” replied the captain. 

“But this isn’t all,” said the mate. “When I followed him 
forward with his pipe in his mouth and told him to quit 
smoking, he turned on me and struck me on the shoulder and 
if I hadn’t ducked he would have knocked my head off.” 

“Jou are von domned liar,” broke in Hans. “But I strike 
jou now.” 

Bareheaded, showing a disheveled head of hair, and with 
clinched fists, Hans looked like a wild man as he ran for the 
mate, who stepped behind Mr. Sanborn for protection. Now 
Hans was looking only for Mr. Burris to strike and did not 
count on the second mate to interfere. On he charged, swear- 
ing in Norwegian. In justice to the second mate who knew 
nothing of Hans’ actions before he appeared on deck and 
who took it for granted that Hans was really in the wrong, 
from the evidence given, and could see that he was making 
for the mate with the purpose of striking him, there was 
only one thing to do and do it quickly. He let go a powerful 
right on Hans’s jaw, as he passed around the second mate, 
which felled him like an ox. Jumping upon him as he fell, 
he had the handcuffs around Hans’s wrists before he hardly 
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knew what had happened. Then he and the mate dragged 
him into the cabin. . 

We could hear them scuffle as Hans was being securely 
fastened and the mate kept up his incessant swearing all the 
time. Not long after the mate appeared, greatly agitated, 
and addressed us, puffing and blowing, showing that he had 
really been exerting himself in the fray. 

“You see—” said he (catching his breath), “what has hap- 
pened—. This only goes to show—show what any one of you 
—may expect—. And, by God! I?ll have you all there if 
there’s any more insubordination.” 

Telling us to continue washing down he made his way up 
the weather gangway to the poop where he continued to 
pace the deck and work off his excitement. 

We continued to scrub the decks in silence, for there was a 
damper on the watch and I was very much depressed. 
Finally O’Rourke broke out in an undertone: 

“Phat t? bloody hell did Hans go an’ fer t’ do thet should 
put him in irons, a-tall, a-tall? Oi’m here fer t’ tell yees ef 
anny more happining is t? be pulled off loik dis wan here, 
yees can count on me fer t’ quit et. See! Put thet in yer poip 
and smoke et!” 

This gave food for old Kruse who joined in with: “Und 
vot I tole jou. Didn’t I tole jou dot dees ships vos a hoo- 
doo? Und t’day is Friday, too. Mind vot I said before? 
Someting vill happen jet. Do jou knows t’morrow ees 
Christmas?” 

“Holy Ghost,” broke in O’Rourke. “A hell of a bloody 
Christmas we’re in fer t? have. Thet bloody mate ’Il hev us 
a-washin’ down decks th’? whole bloody day long—along. I 
hopes et rains so we carry water fer t’ fill up th’ empty water- 
casks instead.” 

And Andy was heard from, saying: “I see vere I spend 
my vatch aloft, a pickin’ Irish pennants froom de riggin’. 
It’s better I do it any vay. He von’t be hazzin? me ’round 
de cdecksi2 

“I see jour finish,” said “Handsome Charlie.” “Jou and 
Hans are countrymen and he’ll bloody well keep jou busy 
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clear to Melbourne. Look out that he don’t lock jou up vid 
Hans.” 

“Too much noise down there,”’ sang out the mate from the 
poop. “If you fellows can’t work without talking, Dll put 
you where you won’t have anybody to talk with.” 

So saying, he came down the gangway and taking the hose 
threw the water about the deck and under our legs unmind- 
ful of where he turned the stream, preferring to splash us 
all rather than to wash the dirt across the deck. His presence 
had its effect by stopping any further talk from the men who 
were fast working themselves into a frenzy at the unjust 
treatment of Hans. 

No doubt the mate surmised it was better to be among us, 
where we had no chance to talk, than to walk the quarter- 
deck alone. Accordingly we were all kept busy in a bunch 
together and when we had finished washing down, he had us 
swab the white paint work of the cabin and stanchions of the 
taffrail about the poop, for the remainder of the watch. 

At breakfast time the news flew about the ship in an 
alarming manner but no one volunteered to go aft in Hans’s 
behalf. Finally it was decided that Jim Dunn, who had 
sailed with the second mate on a previous voyage, should 
acquaint Mr. Sanborn with the full particulars and ask for 
a hearing before the captain, because, if one of our watch 
went aft with a complaint the mate would no doubt make 
life miserable for him during the rest of the voyage. 

Jim was under the t’gallant fo’c’sle at this time, breaking 
out a barrel of beef for the cook, and “Handsome Charlie” 
said, “There is no time like the present,” whereupon he left 
the forecastle and spoke to Jim who agreed to the proposi- 
tion when an opportunity presented itself. 

Before Charlie had a chance to get back, the second mate 
came forward, walking directly under the forecastle-head 
and Jim wasted no time in laying the matter before him. But 
Mr. Sanborn was loath to acknowledge a mistake had been 
made, whereupon Charlie requested him to go with him to 
the forecastle where the watch would substantiate the state- 
ment for further evidence. After talking it over with the 
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men who were on deck at the time he could find no one that 
saw Hans strike the mate and asking if they were willing to 
testify to the captain to this effect and receiving word that 
they would, he went aft to talk with the captain. 

Not long after we were all called aft and assembled in 
the forward cabin where Hans was handcuffed and tied in 
the revolving dining chair with his legs underneath and 
seized together behind the spindle in such a manner that he 
could do no injury should he attempt to kick. 

The captain addressed us as follows: 

“My men! I understand that there are conflicting state- 
ments made concerning this man in irons. We have made no 
mistake in handcuffing him, for I saw him when he tried to 
strike Mr. Burris, an officer of this ship. No sailor, no matter 
what the offense, is justified in striking an officer on the high 
seas—such an action is mutiny. I called you aft to acquaint 
you with the law. Mr. Sanborn tells me that none of you 
men saw this man strike Mr. Burris, before the watch was 
turned-to this morning, while the mate states positively that 
he did, and—” 

“FYe’s a bloody li-ar, sir!”? broke in Hans. “I tole—” 

“Never mind what you told him,” interrupted the captain. 
“When I get through talking you can have a chance.” 

“Mr. Burris, did this man (pointing to Hans) strike 
your” 

“Fe did, sir!” replied Mr. Burris. 

“Ag’in I say, it’s a blood-y lie, sir!” broke in Hans. 

“Keep quiet until I call on you,” said the captain. 

“Mr. Burris, where did this man hit you?” 

“T don’t hit-him, I told-jou, sir!” again came from Hans. 

“Will you keep quiet? Mr. Burris, where did he hit you?” 

“On the shoulder, sir,” replied Mr. Burris. 

“That will do, Mr. Burris,” said the captain; and then 
addressing us in a body he asked, 

“Did any of you men see this man strike Mr. Burris?” 

“No, sir,’ we all replied in unison. The captain then 
turned to Hans, saying: 
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“Mr. Burris says you struck him. What have you to say 
in your defense?” 

“T tole-you a tou-send times, I don’t hit him, sir! But 
youst-you turn me a-drift und I fight-him vid-a hand be- 
hind my beck, sir. Ven-e cooms oop und shooks me und says, 
‘It’s bet-ter I stop smokin’ or jou und me falls out.’ Ve vere 
not turned-to jet und I tole him youst-th’ same. He bane 
ox-cited und I tole him det I vosn’t ’fraid oof him, und ef-e 
vants-t’ fight, youst hit-me wunst und I swabs-th’ deck vid- 
im oop, sir. He didn’t dast-to, th’ bloody pig, sir!” 

“Well!” replied the captain, “Mr. Burris says that this 
man struck him and you all say he did not. It’s his word 
against yours and nothing to prove. Had I not seen this man 
in an attempt to strike Mr. Burris, I might turn him loose; 
but I can’t do it now and he must abide the consequences, 
serving his time in the pen for a week. At the end of that 
time if he still bears malice to Mr. Burris, he’ll get more. 
That will do the watch.” 

So saying, the captain ended the kangaroo court and we 
left the cabin not any too well satisfied with the result of 
his findings. 

The men upon going forward continued to growl, heap- 
ing curses on the mate and threatening to heave him over- 
board on the first opportunity; but as one after another 
turned in for needed sleep further demonstrations quieted 
down. 

In the afternoon watch there was very little said, the mate 
taking good care to separate the men where no two could 
converse; but in the dogwatch both the port and starboard 
watches got together where free talk was cheap, for both 
mates staid aft out of ear-shot, and for a while I really 
thought that the mate’s time had come so bitter were they in 
their denunciations. But while there was plenty of growling 
from the men it went no further and the night watches came 
and went as before. 


CHAPTER VIII 
CROSSING THE LINE 


(is Christmas was celebrated by having fine warm 
weather. We were in lat. 23° o’ N. long. 35° 30° W., 
and set the topgallant sails, spanker and main spencer. After 
clearing up the decks from the accustomed wash-down in the 
morning there was no further work for the day. Our Christ- 
mas dinner consisted of plain duff and turkey (Cape Cod)* 
which of course brought a big growl from the forecastle, 
with many comparisons with the Astor House, and this, with 
Hans in the lazaret, put the men in a state of unrest as they 
had nothing to do but growl. Strange to say the mate was on 
his good behavior. Alonzo sat up during the day feeling 
much better but awfully homesick. 

Four days after Christmas we struck the northeast trade 
winds. On Friday, December 31, 1875, during the morning 
watch (2.30 a.m), Andy fell asleep while sitting on the spar 
under the weather main shrouds. The mate passing by and 
looking for happenings of this kind, grabbed him by the coat 
collar and jerked him to his feet with a curse. 

“What in hell are you doing there asleep? Can’t you get 
sleep enough below? I’ve cautioned you men before that I 
would allow no man to sit down in his watch on deck for 
just as sure as I permit it you would all want to bring your 
bed and blankets aft and ask permission to use the after 
cabin for a bed-room where it’s nice and dry. Oh, you sailors! 
If I catch another man asleep after this, I’ll keep you on the 
move all the watch and the first man to go to sleep I’ll land 
him one right across the sconce with a belaying-pin that will 
make him think a cyclone has struck him. Now get a move 
on, you, before I kick the daylights out of you.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” replied Andy, who really thought he 
meant what he said, for he walked briskly forward to get 


* Salt fish. 
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away from the mate while the rest of us got busy throwing 
down and recoiling some of the running rigging as if it 
really needed it, with the men all the while growling in an 
undertone. Old Kruse didn’t hesitate to remind us that 
Friday was an unlucky day on all hoodoo ships and that 
“sometings” would happen before we reached Melbourne. 

Every half-hour, till the end of the watch, the mate 
would come to the end of the companionway and sing out, 
““A small pull on the weather main brace,” or “fore-topsail”’; 
and after the ropes were coiled up again it would not be long 
before he would order a small pull on the lee main braces— 
anything, to be sure there would be no further dozing by the 
watch. These orders were answered in no quiet manner and 
usually the “Aye, aye, sir!” was preceded by a curse loud 
enough for the mate to hear, for we were short-handed by 
the absence of Hans; besides, the work was unnecessary and 
we knew that we were being hazed. 

New Year’s Day came in with light winds, warm weather 
and passing heavy showers. The variable winds kept us box- 
hauling the yards in every conceivable way. We were truly 
in the doldrums and outside of bracing the yards had no 
work to do. 

Hans was taken from the lazaret this morning and given 
his liberty. Instead of being depressed at his confinement he 
was quite jubilant, declaring that he had had a good rest and 
was glad to be free from the drudgery of working ship. The 
captain had provided a blanket and mattress for him to sleep 
on and with three square meals each day, why worry? He 
would just as soon stay aft longer with the high-brows. 

A large shark that had been following the ship off and 
on, showed himself again and the second mate got out the 
shark-hook, a heavy iron hook about 38 of an inch in diame- 
ter, attached to a chain about three feet in length with a ring 
at the end, to which he bent a piece of ratline stuff. Baiting 
the hook with a large piece of salt pork he walked aft where 
he trailed it astern. It wasn’t long before the shark caught 
sight of it and swimming on the surface of the water with 
only his dorsal fin showing, turning swiftly on his side with 
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open mouth as he approached, he pounced upon the bait 
viciously and was hard and fast immediately. 

Hauling him alongside, to leeward, by the help of three 
or four men, for everyone was only too anxious to lend a 
hand, we strapped a single-block to the fore swifter, about 
six feet above the sheer pole, through which we rove a line 
and making a running bowline around the shark-line, slipped 
it down and over the shark’s head. A strain on the running 
bowline brought it snugly around his tail. Then heaving 
away on the whip-end, he was hoisted out of the water, 
hanging by his tail, and landed on deck where he jumped 
about thrashing his tail in a lively manner. Gasping and 
thrashing about we put him in a strait-jacket, z.¢e., we took 
a turn with the shark-line around a belaying-pin and hauled 
taut on the tail rope. Then the second mate ran a hand-spike 
down his throat as far as he could reach, in no gentle man- 
ner, for a shark to a sailor is like a rattlesnake to a cowboy. 
Then rolling him over on his back and disemboweling him, 
we cut his tail off and gave him a passage (threw him over- 
board), which I understood was the custom with sailors for 
all sharks caught and landed on deck. Before cutting off his 
tail he measured twelve feet from tip to tip and we counted 
eight rows of teeth in his mouth,—one back of the other. 

That afternoon we passed a French full-rigged brig, 
steering north, showing the loss of her fore topmast. She 
was too far away to make out her name. Alonzo was still 
confined to his bunk and no better. He wrote a letter to the 
captain asking permission to board aft, as he couldn’t eat 
the fo’c’sle grub and offered to pay the difference upon 
arrival at Melbourne. Carrying it aft it was all he could do 
to reach the cabin, where he rested on the sill of the door 
before entering. His case was a mystery to us all and al- 
though he seemed to have a good appetite he could retain 
nothing in his stomach. The captain didn’t commit himself 
but said he would see what could be done for him. 

On January 7, the weather was extremely warm and I 
saw my first grampus, sometimes called a whale killer and 
also a cow fish. It is a mammal of the whale species with 
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dorsal fin in the middle of its back. They can be heard often 
in a still night, blowing a short, sharp blow or puff, as they 
come to the surface of the water near the vessel. They grow 
to be fifteen to twenty feet long. Their color is gray with 
white streaks. Cannibalistic by nature they feed on porpoises 
and meat of their kind and often attack whales. It is said 
that three or four grampuses can kill a whale. 

As we drew nearer the Equator we had less winds and 
very variable, causing us to box-haul the yards for every 
breath of air. The hot sun boiling down upon the decks 
melted the pitch which oozed from the seams in spots and 
was very annoying to us walking across the decks bare- 
footed, for our shoes had been put away for cold weather. 
The lazy roll of the ship and the slatting of the sails against 
the mast, breaking the stoppings of the buntlines, made life 
burdensome, for the eagle eye of the mate detected every- 
thing. He was always sure to send me aloft at a time when 
I couldn’t jump into my leather pumps and must necessarily 
climb the rigging in bare feet. If you think it’s fun to run 
aloft barefooted, with only a ratline to stand on (a 34 inch 
tarred rope), just try it. After running up six or eight rat- 
lines you began to hunt for a soft place to stand on. Your 
feet, which have become parboiled from standing in water 
from the last heavy shower, are very tender. The ratlines 
are made fast with a clove-hitch around the shrouds and 
afford a better place than the middle of the rope and so you 
climb, using your hands to relieve your weight, with your 
knees pressing against the ratline above to help your hands 
and your toes at times against the clove-hitch on the shroud. 
It is vastly different from going up the back stairs at home in 
your stocking feet. 

The mate watches you to see if it hurts and smiles at your 
discomfiture. You know he is watching and rather than have 
him “bawl you out” you grin and bear it until you reach the 
top. If the buntlines of the mainsail need stopping, you 
swing on to the yard where you can straddle the jack-stay 
with a foot on each side and release your teeth from your 
under lip which is nearly bitten in two from the pressure. 
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Here, you can take your good old time in overhauling the 
buntlines before passing the cotton string twice around and 
tying it with a square knot under the block, for buntlines are 
always stopped in this manner and plenty of slack is allowed, 
care being taken that they are not too tight to draw or chafe 
against the sail. When furling the sail, a sharp pull breaks 
the cotton string and the rope reeves through the block all 
right. 

In these “horse latitudes” the rain comes and goes in 
streaks like the wind. The ship might be sailing in the bright 
sunshine, hot enough to start the tar from the seams in the 
deck, when a rain squall would spring up and pass within a 
few feet of the ship without a drop falling on board. It 
would be so clearly defined that the surface of the water 
would show the edge of the rain as it passed by the ship in a 
marked line; not in an Oregon mist, but a regular pouring 
rain storm. At times the ship might be in a dead calm and the 
same thing would happen, so light and variable were the 
winds. 

When the squalls passed over the ship we caught enough 
water from the top of the cabin to fill our empty casks. Even 
the spare deck-buckets, on top of the cabin, were filled, and 
stopping up the lee scuppers in the deck, during the dog- 
watches, we caught enough water to wash all our clothes and 
blankets. It was an amusing sight to see the men, bare- 
armed, barefooted and with pants rolled up to their knees, 
sitting on the hatch combings, in the rain, with a deck-bucket 
between their knees, while they dipped a shirt or pair of 
stockings into the white soapsuds and scrubbed for dear life 
to get through their washing before the rest. Others spread 
their blankets on the deck and getting down on their hands 
and knees, soaped them and used a scrubbing-brush, if for- 
tunate enough to possess one. A cocoanut husk, cut squarely 
off to the desired size, can be made into a very nice brush 
when used long enough to soften it. This is hard on one’s 
clothes, but a tarry jumper or pair of pants sometimes takes 
more than ordinary rubbing with bare hands to start the dirt. 

When the clothes are washed and hung in the rigging to 
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dry, I have seen men pull off what clothing they had on and 
wash their garments while standing entirely nude. Then 
soaping their bodies it was not an uncommon sight to see one 
sailor use a scrubbing-brush on another’s back, to make a 
clean job of it, after which they would enjoy a refreshing 
bath in the water, knee-deep on the deck. 

Waterspouts were common. While standing at the wheel 
one day I saw three, off different parts of the ship. I shall 
never forget that afternoon for we all had a good scare. Off 
our port beam and about five or ten miles distant, I saw what 
seemed to be two rain squalls coming together, head on. As 
the squalls came together on the surface of the water, the 
sea at that point was thrown up considerably, mixing in with 
the rain, while overhead a big black cloud, bellying down 
until the center of it tapered into a stem, dropped lower and 
lower until it met the sea where the squalls came together. I 
could see a splash and a twist upward of the waves while the 
cloud, bending down and away from the troubled waters, 
finally swooped around enveloping the rain and water in a 
twisting struggle in which all three took an active part as 
though to see which might conquer and be free. 

The whirling cloud, like a huge octopus, with mighty 
twisting legs dangling down, wrapped around the rain and 
water, surging from side to side and gradually began to 
ascend, sucking up the water in a twisting, spiral, funnel- 
shaped mass, till finally the cloud above became blacker and 
blacker, spreading out as it approached us and looking like a 
mammoth balloon with the tapering end dragging in the 
water below and taking a course heading directly towards us 
while we were in a dead calm, helpless to move. 

The captain, pacing the deck on top of the cabin, with a 
troubled face watched the development until about five miles 
away when he sang out to the mate, 

“Tet go your royals and t’gallant-s’ls, Mr. Burris, and 
‘stand by your tops’! halliards!” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” he replied. 

I watched the oncoming waterspout. The sky took on a 
peculiar hue as the cloud shaded the sun. The rattling of the 
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blocks, as the yards slipped down the mast, didn’t add to my 
comfort for it was a sickening sound and the gloom of the 
sky above was terrible to watch. Not a breath of air stirred 
and when the yards hung from their lifts all was deathly 
still, for there was not enough swell on the ocean to make 
the ship roll. The humidity of the air was depressing and all 
hands stood quietly at their stations awaiting orders and 
watching the twisting, surging waterspout which seemed 
certain to engulf us in a short time. 

The tail of the big, black cloud, tugging away at another 
angle, finally altered the course and instead of coming to us 
in a straight line, the waterspout took an irregular, elliptical 
course, twisting at one time in a small circle from left to 
right and then picking up headway at a rapid rate it formed 
an arc, for a mile or so, only to be arrested temporarily, with 
renewed suction power, in another small circle, twisting and 
struggling, in which the wind joined forces and the whole 
mass came within a half mile of us before the spout finally 
parted. 

We could plainly hear the roar and splash of water as it 
poured back into the ocean, while the big black cloud en- 
veloped us in rain that came down in torrents. The wind, 
following, struck us abeam and with our topsails lowered we 
ran before it until able to keep on our course and then setting 
the topsails, followed by the topgallant sails, by the time we 
had the royals on her the sun came out as before, intensely 
hot, and the wind died out in an aggravating manner. The 
mate was soon hobbling about the decks whistling for a 
breeze and cursing our bad luck that we didn’t have a ten- 
knot breeze on our quarter or at least enough to carry us out 
of the doldrums. 

When relieved from the wheel Dave told me that old 
Kruse nearly died of fright when the waterspout broke. The 
day was Friday and he knew that his time had come and the 
ship would never reach Melbourne. 

As we neared the Equator we were in company with ves- 
sels of all sizes and nationalities for it is conceded that there 
is more wind between the longitudes of 28° to 30° West, 
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than at any other part on the Equator, consequently all sail- 
ing vessels try to cross the line in that vicinity. In the dog- 
watch I counted twenty-four sails in sight, making out one 
ship, thirteen barks, one barkentine, two full-rigged brigs, 
three brigantines, one schooner and three others too far away 
to be identified. We were all steering the same course. 

In these light winds it was great sport to lay out on the 
jib-boom-end and fish for bonito, albacore and dolphin. 
These fish, all about the same size, weighing from five to ten 
pounds as a rule, played about the ship’s cutwater. 

The bonito and albacore are a species of the mackerel 
tribe. The bonito are the smaller of the two, averaging in 
length about three feet, and are beautiful fish with blue 
backs and black, oblique stripes and white bellies. Bonito is 
the Spanish for “Little Beauty” and it is rightly named. 
They feed almost entirely on flying-fish and leaping squid 
or cuttle fish and are very good eating. The meat resembles 
beef. The albacore are generally coarser and dryer but any- 
thing was more palatable than salt beef and pork. The dol- 
phin are probably the fastest fish that swim and are known 
for their brilliancy in color. When dying they change from a 
silver white to all the colors in the rainbow. 

By using a codline baited in the same manner as if trolling 
for bluefish, i.e., by wrapping a piece of white cloth around 
the hook to resemble a small fish about the size of a flying- 
fish, and straddling the jib-boom-end, leaning against the 
fore-royal stay for support, one skips the hook at the end of 
the line on top of the water in front of the ship’s stem, where 
these fish are wont to play, swimming back and forth across 
the ship’s bow and just clear of the cutwater. They rise to 
the surface as a pickerel or trout after a fly. 

These fish do not mix together but swim with their own. 
One day would be seen only dolphins and on the next, alba- 
GOre, etc; 

There are few objects more dazzling than the dolphin 
while leaping out of a rippling wave into the bright sun- 
light; and the beauty of the dying dolphin is wonderful to 
watch as it changes its color. As for me—I’d rather watch it 
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dangling in the bright sunshine on the end of a trolling-line, 
struggling to be free as I pulled it hand-over-hand from 
under the ship’s bow, singing out at the top of my voice: 

“On deck! On deck! Bring out a gunny sack. Pve caught 
a dolphin.” 

Keeping up this noise, as I pulled on the fish in my excite- 
ment, someone would soon rush to the knight-heads to see 
if I were overboard or not and by the time I had pulled the 
fish “short,” with a turn around the fore-royal stay, and 
hugged it in my arms tight enough to squeeze the last breath 
out of it, the dolphin was deposited in the gunny sack and 
“rigged in” safely to the t’gallant fo’c’sle deck by the help 
of the other sailor. Blue-fishing and salmon-trolling is tame 
sport compared with trolling from the jib-boom-end. 

After hurrying through breakfast one morning I ran for- 
ward to the knight-heads, looking for anything swimming 
under the bow. Several albacore were darting across the stem 
and without saying a word to anyone I went to my room for 
a trolling-line and was soon out on the jib-boom-end skip- 
ping the hook in front of the cutwater. It was not long 
before I hooked a fine fellow which must have weighed 
fully twenty pounds. Andy came running out with the 
gunny sack, in answer to my cry, swearing a blue streak when 
he saw who it was, exclaiming: 

“Jou don’t know how to ketch dees feesh und should not 
be allowed out here takin’ jour bloody place vid a able sea- 
man. I tole jou jesterday noot t? come out here und scare 
dees feesh avay.” 

And from his looks as he made his way out, throwing the 
sack first over the jib-boom and then over the flying-jib 
guys, in his haste to reach me, muttering to himself all the 
while, I couldn’t tell whether he was after me or the alba- 
core. We were both excited and after the fish was safely 
stowed in the gunny sack he wouldn’t let me carry it for 
fear I should drop it. I was afraid that he might do the same 
thing and so followed him in. Between us both the fish was 
landed safely on deck. It was my first fish and I was very 
proud of my success as a fisherman. The albacore was a 
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beauty, making supper enough for all hands. The boys con- 
gratulated me on catching such a large one, but Andy didn’t 
hesitate to remind them that I would never have landed it 
had it not been for him. I think he was disappointed that my 
fish outweighed any caught by him the day before. He 
should have considered that I had beginner’s luck. 

After spending twelve days in the doldrums, box-hauling 
the yards in every conceivable way and with everyone out of 
sorts and ready to quarrel, on Sunday, January 16, we had a 
fine breeze from the southeast. 

A ship and three barks that were off our lee bow the night 
before, were now astern, but an English ship overhauled us. 
Running up his ensign, we followed suit as he approached 
and when off our lee beam within speaking distance, the 
captain, standing at the weather quarter, hailed us through 
his speaking-trumpet. 

“What ship’s that?” he called. 

“Ship Akbar, from Boston,” answered Captain Lamson, 
who spoke through his speaking-trumpet from the lee 
quarter. 

“Where are you bound?” 

“Melbourne.” 

“Flow many days out?” 

“Thirty-eight.” 

In turn, our captain then called: 

“What ship’s that?” 

“Queen of the Mersey, from Liverpool.” 

“Where are you bound?” 

“Singapore.” 

“FYow many days out?” 

“Forty-two.” 

In the meantime, a blackboard about three by four feet, 
was got out on each ship and the latitude and longitude was 
marked in large white figures and the board hung up over 
the rail where it could be seen. 

This was done in order to compare figures, after which our 
ensigns were dipped to the water’s edge, in a salute of “good- 


176 Tue MakInG OF A SAILOR 


bye,” for the Queen of the Mersey was a smart steel ship 
and sailed away from us in no time. 

I caught two more albacore that day, but the third fish 
bit off my hook which ended my fishing. When I took the 
fish to the “doctor” he was out of sorts and said: 

“What th’ bloody hell do you think I am? I’ve cooked all 
th’ bloody fish I’m going to. Do you think that is all Pve 
got to do, standing over a hot stove all day to fry fish for 
the crew?” 

I stood in the galley door, a very disappointed boy, not 
knowing what to say. Finally he looked at me and seeing 
my dejected looks, said, 

“Well! D’ll cook these; but it will be the last time and if 
you bring any more to me I’ll heave ’em overboard.” 

Thanking him for his trouble I went to my room to bend 
on another hook. This time I ganged the hook with a copper 
wire so that if the fish swallowed the hook he couldn’t bite 
off the wire. 

The breeze carried us down to the Equator which we 
crossed about 6.30 p.m. in longitude 30° West. Alonzo and 
I were sitting in our room about this time when we were 
told to get ready for Neptune who was expected to come 
aboard. 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Alonzo. “You don’t think 
they are going to initiate us do you? By golly! I’m too sick 
to have any rough stuff pulled off on me and I’ll tell ’em 
so”; but he said this to me after they had gone forward. 

“Well! I hope for your sake, Alonzo, that they’ll over- 
look it. Perhaps they are only trying to scare us for I haven’t 
seen anyone getting ready for the occasion,” said I. 

It was not long after, however, that we heard a rattling of 
tin cans, forward, and the tramp of feet as the members of 
both watches marched to the cry of “Left! left! I had a 
good home and I left! left! I had a good home and I left!” 

Presently they appeared, marching around the corner of 
the house and over the main hatch, beating time with a knife 
or spoon on the bottom of their pans as they stepped along 
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the deck. Halting in front of our door, Jim Dunn acted as 
spokesman for the men and said, 

“Fred, yous two are wanted for’ard.” To which I replied, 

“Speaking for myself, I haven’t lost anything for’ard and 
prefer to stay where I am.” 

Alonzo then chimed in: “Boys! I’ve been up all the after- 
noon, and am tuckered out. I couldn’t walk for’ard to see the 
fun and [ve got to turn in now for I haven’t strength to 
look at Neptune.” 

“Ts that so?” said Jim. “Now we come here t’ bring yous 
for’ard an’ ef yous are too weak to walk there’s enough men 
to wedge up an’ lanch yous down the ways. So take my advice 
an’ cast off an’ git under way fer I’m here t’ tell yous you’d 
better skin out while th’ skinnin’s good.” 

There was a look in his face that told me decidedly that 
he meant just what he said and while I didn’t relish the idea 
of being made the goat in this old-time custom, I saw I was 
in for it and like it or not discretion was the greater part of 
valor for there were entirely too many men for us to cope 
with, consequently I stepped outside, but Alonzo was unwill- 
ing to come, muttering that it was a dirty Irish trick. 

Jim was an Irishman and very sensitive on his nationality 
and so resented the way Alonzo talked. 

“What d’ye mean, Irish trick?” he asked. “Have I done 
yous any dirt? An’ d’ye mean t’ say yer not comin’?” 

“No! I’m not comin?!” replied Alonzo, imitating Jim’s 
brogue, whereupon Jim picked him up in his strong arms, as 
though he were a baby, and carried him to the fore hatch 
while Alonzo kicked and struggled to get away. Jim only 
laughed at his puny resistance and on reaching the hatch 
turned him over his knee and spanked him as he would an 
unruly child, saying: 

“Now, sonny, be keerful or papa’ll spank. Be a good little 
boy now and don’t run away.” 

The laughing and jeering from the crew was too much 
for Alonzo to bear and taking an iron belaying-pin from the 
bitts, he exclaimed: 
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“T?1] brain the first man that touches me. You’re a set of 
cowards to pick on a sick man like me and I won’t stand it.” 

The words were hardly out of his mouth before one of 
the crew caught him from behind and took the pin away 
from him before he had a chance to use it. 

“Now, I warn you Alonzo,” said Jim, “there’s t? be no 
rough stuff on yer part or ye’ll git a damned sight more than 
yer thinkin’, an’ I’m here t’ tell yous that. Yer here t’ meet 
Father Neptune an’ he’s liable t? come aboard any minit an’ 
he’ll be a-lookin’? fer yous when wunst he gits aboard.” Then 
signalling the crew they again beat a tattoo on their pans and 
presently we were hailed by a voice over the bow, in a drawl- 
ing tone, when the music ceased: 

“S-h-i-p, a-h-o-y! S-h-i-p, a-h-o-y! Back your main top- 
sl and take me a-b-o-a-r-d.” 

Then there was a sound as if someone was whacking the 
bob-stay and back-ropes with a hand-spike (no doubt to give 
us the impression that the ship had struck something). This 
noise gradually ascended to the t’gallant rail where Father 
Neptune crawled over the knight-heads dripping wet. 

The crew heralded his approach by a clamor of tin pans, 
pots and cans and he walked to the break of the fo’c’sle deck 
where he stopped, giving us time to thoroughly look him 
over before he uttered a word. 

A navy blue blanket for a robe, thrown over his head and 
fastened under the chin, draped over his shoulders and 
trailed behind. Its edges were trimmed with gulf-weed, and 
bunches of rope-yarn, painted green to give it the effect of 
eelgrass right from the bottom of the sea, were sewn on for 
the occasion. He wore a crown which was painted red and a 
canvas mask which had two holes cut for the eyes, and an- 
other for the nose, which protruded and was also painted 
red, while around his mouth and over his chin was a fringe 
of rope-yarn, for whiskers, the ends of which were picked 
out, blossoming into bunches of oakum over which he fre- 
quently squirted tobacco juice. In his right hand he carried 
a five-pronged grains-iron fitted with a pole, for a trident, 
from which dangled pieces of rope-yarn to give the effect 
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of green seaweed and in his left hand was a speaking-trum- 
pet. His big sea boots were much too large, but were in keep- 
ing with the rest of his costume. 

Raising his speaking-trumpet to his mouth, he called: 

“You Sons o’ Neptune, this is a helluf a way t? meet yer 
King! Why in the bloody hell didn’t you lower a boat ven 
I hailed you? There must be someone aboard this ship who 
has not yet joined the Order of the Sons 0’ Neptune or you 
would have done as I commanded. If there are any such 
they must pay th’ price and I vant their names. Who are 
these suckers?” 

No one answered his inquiry but I recognized “Handsome 
Charlie’s” voice. 

“Who in th’ bloody hell are they? Don’t keep me vaitin’ 
all day,” said he, impatiently striking his trident on the fo’- 
c’sle-deck. 

“Fred and Alonzo are the only ones aboard thet have not 
yet crossed th’ line, sir,” said Jim. 

“Are these suckers worthy and ready to join the Sons 0’ 
Neptune?” 

“T think they are, sir,” said Jim. 

“Tf that’s so, my Sons, show yer appreciashun an’ all 
hands salute yer King.” 

“All hands salute th’ King, sir,” said Jim. 

It was a laughable sight to see the crew bow and scrape 
their feet, with their ungainly hands and arms swinging 
about, for they were not trained in the art of grace and a 
more awkward set of men could hardly have been gotten 
together. The ludicrous sight was more than Alonzo could 
stand and he laughed aloud. 

At this, Father Neptune raised his speaking-trumpet to 
his mouth and bellowed forth: 

“‘Awast heavin’ there, me lad! Yer duff-downhaul needs 
attenshun. Clap a stopper on it you Sons o’ Neptune an’ 
heave short an’ belay. This sucker needs a strait-yacket. 
Put it on ’em both. I von’t have this cer’mony interrupted.” 

“Aye, aye, sir! Put a strait-jacket on ’em,” repeated the 
crew. 
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At this, a small piece of royal-canvas was thrown about 
our arms, around the waist, and we were secured with a piece 
of ratline-stuff so that we couldn’t move our arms. 

“Stand these suckers on the fore-hatch for inspecshun,” 
ordered Neptune through his trumpet. 

“Stand ’em on th’ fore-hatch, sir!” repeated the crew, and 
we stood as directed. 

Neptune then stalked down the fo’c’sle steps and marched 
majestically up before us. Prodding me in the arm with his 
trident, he asked, 

“Are you clean and ready t’ yoin th’ Order of the Sons 0’ 
Neptune?” 

“T am, sir!” I replied, whereupon he raised his trumpet 
to my ear and shouted: 

“Tjiar! liar! You sucker, yer scales must come off an’ I’ve 
got t’ shave you before you can yoin this Order.” 

I couldn’t raise my hands to my ears to shut out the sound 
of his voice which was made more unbearable by the clamor 
of tin pans, beaten close to my head, but I was determined to 
keep cool and not lose my temper. 

By this time the mates, steward and cook had come for’ard 
and taken seats on the bitts and around the capstan, on top 
of the t’gallant fo’c’sle deck. Even the captain came as far 
as the fo’c’sle steps to see the fun that Alonzo and I were 
to furnish. 

Leaving me for a minute, Father Neptune stepped in 
front of Alonzo and bellowed in his ear, as he had done 
with me: 

“Vhat’s th’ matter vid you, anyvay? You must be sick! 
Are you?” 

“Yes, [’m sick,” said Alonzo. 

“Tiar! liar!?? Neptune shouted. “You’ve done nothin’ but 
soger ever since you come aboard and yer not a fit subject t’ 
belong t? th? Order of th’? Sons o’ Neptune.” 

“T know I’m not and I don’t want to be,” said Alonzo. 

“You refuse, do you?” shouted Neptune. “Whoever 
heard of a sucker not vanting t? yoin my family? Youst fer 
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this 1’1] make you one. I don’t vant th’ sea filled vid sick 
suckers. I?]] know where t’ put you.” So saying, he called: 

“You Sons o’ Neptune, you have heard vhat these suckers 
said. They must be blindfolded before they can enter my 
domain. Do yer duty!” 

“Do yer duty, sir!” they replied in unison; whereupon 
handkerchiefs were tied tightly over our eyes and I was 
commanded to sit down. 

I had seen nothing in the way of a bench that I could sit 
on and my arms being tied I was very wary where I sat; 
consequently I tried to feel around with my foot, but a rope 
had been thrown around my ankles and my feet were jerked 
from under me and I sat down on a board which had been 
placed across the top of a tub filled with water, which had 
been placed behind me while my eyes were being bandaged. 
Hearing the water under me, I tried to get up, but a hitch 
had been taken around my ankles and I was properly made 
fast. 

Neptune again tried to break my eardrums by shouting: 

“Bring me my shavin’ outfit. This sucker needs a shave!” 

I knew what was coming for I could smell the Stockholm 
tar and had read in books that tar was the lather to be ap- 
plied. There was no mistake. My head was held firmly and 
the tar was daubed across my cheeks in no gentle manner. I 
couldn’t help myself and the only thing to do was to accept 
it gracefully. The next order from Neptune was: 

“Bring me my keen-edged razor. Is it vell honed?” 

“Well honed, sir!” someone replied. Then my face was 
scraped most unmercifully until it seemed as if the flesh had 
peeled off but I didn’t utter a sound although I wanted to 
tell his Majesty what I thought of him. As the crew didn’t 
get much of a kick from me, Father Neptune eased up and 
his next order was: 

“Fred, I now pronounce you a true Son o’ Neptune! Take 
him to my drawing-room.” 

“Take him to your drawing-room, sir 

This was the keynote for my christening. They jerked 
the board, upon which I sat, from under me and I was 
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drawn, not into a well-furnished room, but “ker-plunk” into 
a tub of water. My hands and feet being tied I was unable to 
get up and try as much as I could, I only made more fun for 
the crew. Finally with a roll to leeward, I lost my balance 
and capsized the tub which emptied itself and rolled off the 
hatch across the deck, while all hands roared with laughter. 
In the scuffle to regain my feet, the handkerchief slipped 
down from my eyes and I could see enough to show that | 
wouldn’t be molested if I tried to free myself from the rope 
which bound my arms and feet; so I sat on the hatch and 
drew my feet up, with my knees under my chin, until I 
could reach the knot with my hands. It didn’t take long 
before my feet were free and by squirming and working my 
arms I finally got the canvas over my head amidst congratu- 
lations from the crew. 

Alonzo was not in sight for they had led him away where 
he couldn’t hear what was going on. Jerry then handed me a 
looking-glass so I could see myself. 


O wad some pow’r the giftie gie us 
‘To see oursels as others see us! 


My face was streaked with tar where Neptune’s razor 
failed to scrape it clean and to the slush bucket I went and 
with a bunch of oakum greased my face thoroughly, wiping 
off what tar I could. 

The next order on the program was to bring Alonzo for- 
’ard. He was still blindfolded and stood on the hatch where 
I had been. 

“Alonzo,” said Neptune, with his trumpet close to 
Alonzo’s ear. “Are you now ready t’ become a Son 0’ Nep- 
tune?” ; 

“No! I’m not! I’m too sick, as I told you before,” he 
answered. 

“Neptune never changes his mind. I told you before that 
I vas goin’ t” make you a Son 0” Neptune so I must keep my 
vord,” said Neptune. 

“Set down on that bench,” he commanded. 
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Alonzo was slow to obey, but his feet were soon jerked 
from under him and I saw how easily I had been made to sit 
on the board. Jim was behind to catch him should he fall. 

“Yowre a dirty sucker an’ I can’t have any dirty ones in 
my family,” said Neptune. “Your scales must come off an’ 
I’ve got t? shave you. Bring my shaving outfit.” 

The shaving mug was nothing more than the tar pot with 
the brush in it and with it Alonzo’s face was besmeared. 
With the first dab of the brush he cried out, “Oh, let up!” 
but there was no further outcry as Neptune thrust the brush 
into his mouth. Alonzo, who was helpless in their hands, 
choked, sputtered, spit and fumed at the treatment he re- 
ceived while the crew looked on and laughed. Jim held his 
head tightly from behind and Jerry kept a strain on the 
lanyard with which his feet were tied, keeping his feet just 
clear from the hatch and in this position he was as helpless as 
a child. 

Then came the keen-edged razor. This was nothing but a 
piece of an iron hoop of a barrel with which Neptune scraped 
away as he had done with me. No wonder it hurt. After 
scraping Alonzo’s face, Neptune called, 

“Bring me a hot towel to steam this sucker’s face.” 

“Hot towel, sir!” was answered, but instead of a hot 
towel a bunch of oakum was dipped into the tar and laid over 
Alonzo’s face. Squeezing the oakum against his face and 
massaging it, the tar oozed out and down his neck it ran. His 
ears were not overlooked and really I pitied the poor fellow, 
because of his weakened condition, but Neptune only 
laughed with the crew, saying: 

“Oh, yow’re not so sick as you think you are! A little more 
lather von’t hurt you and it’s good t’ take ven vunst you git 
used t? it. Besides, it?1] put hair on yer breast an’ make you a 
deep-vater shell-back.” Then he said to his assistant, 

“Tt’s better you now give him his face powder an’ ve’ll 
brush his hair an’ set him adrift.” 

At this the “wet towel” was removed and one of the men 
threw a handful of the cook’s flour in his face, at which the 
men again roared with laughter for it was, indeed, comical. 
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His hair was parted in the middle and carefully brushed 
straight down with a scrubbing brush and for hair oil, to 
keep it in place, the slush bucket was freely dipped into and 
smeared on his head and pasted down. 

“Alonzo,” said Neptune. “It gives me great pleasure to 
greet you 34 Son o’? Neptune. Take him to my drawing- 
room.’ 

The board was jerked from under and Alonzo dropped 
into the bottom of the tub splashing the water in all direc- 
tions. Jerry pulled a little too strong on the lanyard around 
his feet with the result that Alonzo was thrown backward, 
capsizing the tub and drenching him through. Unable to 
help himself he rolled over the hatch combings smearing 
the deck with tar wherever his face touched the planks. 

The mate, who was watching proceedings from the fo’c’sle 
deck, seeing the tar stains on the planks lost all control of his 
tongue and jumping up, shouted: 

“Of all the damnest, dirtiest, sloveniest, unshipiest, irre- 
sponsibilest, —est, —est, set of old sailors I ever saw, you 
men are the damnest. Where in hell and damnation do you 
think you are? Anyone would think you were all brought 
up on a farm, in a manure heap, instead of aboard an Aus- 
tralian packet! One of you men take the lashings from that 
boy and stand him on his feet where he can see! Get busy 
with those tar stains, one of you, and clean ’em off at once 
and don’t let me see a spot on this deck! How in hell you 
fellows ever thought. enough to put a piece of canvas over 
the tarpaulin, beats me, and someone will break out with 
brain fever for this display of grey matter or I miss my 
guess. Here! one of you bring a prayer-book* and be damned 
quick about it! Get down on your hands and knees and holy- 
stone that spot before it settles in!” 

Rattling off a thousand different orders in rapid succes- 
sion, interspersed with a fit of profanity, he broke up the 
ceremony without any more hilarity from the men who 


* A “prayer book” is a small holystone used to scrub the deck while 
kneeling down. 
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sulked away to their quarters in disgust while I tried to con- 
sole Alonzo in his misery. 

“Here, Alonzo!” said Jerry, handing him the looking- 
glass. “Take a good look at yourself and see how one of 
Neptune’s sons looks. That face of yours will admit you t? 
any Porti’gee man o’ war in the world, providin’ you keep 
it lookin’ so. When you git through with th’ glass, return it.” 

Alonzo took one good look and sat down on the hatch so 
mortified at his appearance that he nearly burst into tears. 

“How am I ever going to get this mess off my face?” said 
he to me, viewing himself from all angles. 

Oh, a little slush will soon soften it,” I replied. 

“Slu-s-h! Ugh!” said he, with a shrug of his shoulders. 
“T can’t bear the thought of it, let alone the smell. Ugh!” 

“It’s not as bad as you think it is,” said I. “I?ll bear a 
hand and help you.” 

Taking a bunch of oakum I dipped it into the slush bucket 
and set to work rubbing it well in on his face. The smell was 
entirely too much for his stomach and leaving me in a hurry 
he bolted for the roundhouse where he vomited what he 
had eaten during the day. Jim had no sympathy for him and 
said: 

“What th’ bloody hell is th’ matter wid him anyway? Tar 
an’ slush hurts no one and he’ll come out from under wid his 
side-lights shinin’ bright by and by. Too bad he wasn’t 
stronger; I’d a raised pertic’lar hell wid im.” 

Alonzo came back and laid down full length on the hatch, 
moaning in his weakened condition. “I can’t stand it any 
longer, I’m so sick. Let me alone, please! If I had strength 
enough to pull myself over the rail, I’d jump overboard and 
if I don’t get any better soon, I’1I do it, too,” ete. 

Wiping what tar I could from his face, I got a basin of 
hot water from the galley and a piece of toilet soap from his 
kit with which I washed the smell of slush away. This 
revived him somewhat and he was able to get to his room 
where he fell in a heap in his bunk. I took off his wet clothes, 
as well as my own, and just then Charlie came to our door 
to see how we were getting along. 
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“How’s Alonzo?” he inquired with a smile. “I don’t vant 
you boys t’ think there was anything personal in my re- 
marks for it vas only in fun ve acted. You fellers got off 
mighty light an’ if Alonzo had been a vell man you vould 
both have got more. In th’ Cleopatra, last voyage, ve had 
two boys crossing th’ line, that made enough fun fer all 
hands an’ th’ cook fer two veeks, a-talkin’ about it. You see, 
vone of th’ boys vas mean an’ kicked at everyting ve did. 
But ve fixed ’em plenty. Ve ran a vhip up t? th’ main yard- 
arm, for th’ cer’mony took place on the main hatch vhere 
Chips had made a throne for Neptune to set. I vas Neptune, 
too. Ve had four passengers an’ th’ cap’n gave th’ bloody ship 
up t? us. So ve took th’ lad that vas so mean, to a bos’un’s 
chair vhere ve made him fast an’ histed him two blocks t? th’ 
yardarm. Ve didn’t ask him if he vanted t? become a Son 0’ 
Neptune an’ ven he hung by th’ yardarm an’ I spoke t’ him 
vid my speaking-trumpet, I said, ‘I now pronounce you a 
Son o’ Neptune!’ Then ve let him drop by th’ run, sousing 
him clear under th’ vater. Ve did this three times, an’ believe 
me, ven ve took him aboard he vas a proper Son o” Neptune, 
for there vasn’t much kick left in him for ve nearly 
drounded him.” 

At this, Alonzo said, “I wish you had done the same thing 
to me, without tying me in the bos’un’s chair, for when I 
hit the water I would like to have slipped out of sight and 
gone to the bottom and ended it all.” 

“That’ll do you!” said Charlie. “Yow’re a long way from 
shark food and stood th’ razz fine. Vhen yowre homeward- 
bound next year you'll know vhat t’ do vith th’ next joskin 
a-crossin’ th? line an’ vill be able to bowse avay on th’ vhip 
that sends him up t’ the yardarm, an’ vhen he flops into th’ 
vater you can have your laugh an’ say, ‘You’re gettin’ it 
vorser than I did.’ ” 

The steward came for’ard just then with a glass of wine 
for Alonzo, which he drank with a feeble smile, pronounc- 
ing it fine. From the smell, I thought so, too. 


CHAPTER VIX 
THE DEEP-WATER SAILOR 


| RS morning after we “crossed the line,” I saw several 
dolphins under the bow and immediately made my 
way out on the jib-boom, where I soon hooked a fine fellow 
and at once sang out for a sack to put him in. Andy heard my 
cry and came running out to where I held the flapping fish 
by the piece of copper wire that I had ganged on to the hook 
Sunday morning. Bending over the flying jib-boom he 
spread open the sack for me to lower the fish, saying, “That’s 
a big fish.” 

It was, indeed, and it was all I could do to pull him in. 
Sitting astride the boom-end I couldn’t raise the dolphin 
quite high enough to drop him into the sack, on account of 
his weight. 

“Tt’s better jou stand up on th’ jib-boom-end. Then jow’ll 
be high enough t’ drop him in,” said Andy. 

Sliding one hand up the fore-royal stay and with the other 
holding the flapping fish below, I pulled myself up, stand- 
ing one foot on the boom-end and the other on the flying-jib 
guy. Then swinging the dolphin over the top of the gunny 
sack, with one mighty flap of his tail he broke the copper 
wire and dropped between Andy’s awaiting arms and the 
gunny sack into the blue water below. 

I was a disappointed youth and Andy cursed the luck, 
blaspheming second only to the mate. By this time the 
second mate and two of his watch were standing in the 
knight-heads waiting to help us and when we came in he 
said, 

“Never mind, Fred, there are plenty more under the bow 
and we’ll rig the grains-iron and strike one before they 
leave.” 

The grains-iron is thrown into the fish as one would throw 
a harpoon. But the line, instead of being made fast to the 
pole, is hitched around the iron, close under the prongs, so 
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that when the dolphin is struck he is brought up dangling 
on top of the grains-iron, while the pole hangs down perpen- 
dicularly beneath. 

The grains-iron was fitted with the pole, just as Neptune 
had left it the night before, and the second mate was not 
long bending a piece of ratline-stuff to it and over the bow 
he jumped and stood on the martingale shrouds awaiting his 
chance as the dolphins swam back and forth across the bow. 
Almost instantly he struck one and was successful in landing 
it safely on the fo’c’sle deck. The second one he struck tore 
out of the iron and dropped back, staining the water with its 
blood. The rest turned upon him immediately, biting huge 
chunks from his side, literally eating him alive. 

There were numerous arguments brought up by the crew 
in relation to the edible qualities of the dolphin when com- 
pared with the bonito and albacore. Some claimed they were 
poisonous and not fit to eat, while others said they were good 
eating and not poisonous. The cook swore that the dolphin 
wasn’t fit to eat and should be thrown overboard. He even 
refused, point-blank, to have anything to do with it as he 
didn’t propose to be blamed for poisoning all hands. 
Whether he meant it or not, I am unable to say, but I’m 
inclined to think he didn’t want to bother with cleaning and 
cooking it. The second mate said he had eaten dolphin many 
a time. He had heard the same tale before and finally told 
the cook to clean it, after which, if he had any doubt, he 
could put a coin in the water with the fish and if it turned 
green it would indicate that the fish was poisonous; if it did 
not, he could go ahead and cook it for supper and he would 
take the responsibility of its poisoning anyone. The coin 
didn’t change color and the dolphin was cooked for supper 
and I found it decidedly more palatable than the albacore. 

With fine southeast trade winds we made about three 
degrees, south latitude, each day and the sails that were so 
numerous in north latitude all disappeared. Alonzo’s initia- 
tion didn’t seem to hurt him any for he came on deck in the 
afternoon as usual, but the only work he did was to finish 
scraping the tar from his face. 
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I was given charge of the tools in the carpenter’s shop, as 
we had no regular carpenter, and began to be called “Chips.” 
One day the second mate asked me to make him a fid (a 
wooden spike larger than a marlinspike and made of hard 
wood) and I turned out a beauty which pleased him so much 
that he showed it to the mate, telling him I had made it, 
whereupon the mate came to me and said: 

“See here, Chips! What business have you to put your 
time in making a fid for the second mate? If he wants any 
carpenter’s work done in future you’re not to do anything 
until you see me. See! You belong in my watch and if he 
wants anything let someone in his watch do his work for him. 
Where did you get that piece of rosewood you made his fid 
from?” When I explained that there was another piece left 
he immediately told me to make one for him, which I did. 

While running our parallels down to lat. 29° 22’ S. long. 
29° W., we struck a squall which compelled us to take in our 
kites and while clewing up the fore-topgallant sail, the lee 
starboard head-earing of the upper main topsail gave away, 
splitting the sail from head to foot. All hands were called to 
shorten sail and we snugged her down to lower topsails in a 
heavy head sea. The wind moderated in the morning and we 
unbent the torn topsail, replaced it with a new one, set the 
topsails and t’gallant sails and before the day was over gave 
her the royals and set the main spencer. 

A night or two after this, Charlie was caught asleep on 
deck by the mate who, as usual, raised a rumpus of “‘hot air.” 

“Here, by God!” said he. “I?ll have no more of this 
sleeping on deck and I’ve told you before that the first man 
I caught asleep I’d knock his block off.” 

“Vhen you git ready, just try it,” said Charlie, doubling 
up his fists and showing a pair of well-proportioned arms, 
with the “Ship’s Return” and the “Nation’s Flags” tattooed 
on each forearm. From the remarks that the mate made I 
fully expected to see a fight, but he took one good look at 
Charlie and replied, “I’m not ready, now.” 

“No! damn you!” said Charlie. “You’re not ready and 
yowll never be. You’ve threatened to lick all hands, time 
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and again, an’ you’re no nearer t’ it t’-night than you vere th’ 
first time. You’re a bloody bag o’ vind an’ dasn’t hit nobody. 
That’s vhat you are! It’s better you take someone on purty 
soon or ve von’t believe you much longer.” 

The mate evidently didn’t like the looks of Charlie’s 
dukes, for after sizing him up from head to foot he thought 
better of it and turned on his heel and went aft without 
uttering another word. 

There was no more sleeping by the men and we kept 
awake by walking the deck, scheming in what way we could 
get even with the mate. No one wanted to commit murder, 
but they talked of dropping a marlinspike from aloft while 
he was walking under it and another suggested throwing 
him off the fo’c’sle-head and breaking his neck or anything 
that would keep him in his bunk until we reached Mel- 
bourne where all hands would jump and run. All swore that 
they were ready and willing to take a chance at the first op- 
portunity and if eight bells hadn’t been struck I was afraid 
they might have taken it upon themselves to run aft and 
heave him overboard before the watch terminated, so bitter 
were they in their denunciation against him. But when the 
watch was called and we were relieved of duty, not another 
word was heard and the men hurried to their quarters to 
sleep, perchance to dream of the offense they were about to 
commit. 

The next morning, during my trick at the wheel, the cap- 
tain came on deck, scanning the horizon for anything in 
sight. The mate, standing by, was watching for his first 
appearance and came hobbling along the gangway, drawing 
deep puffs from his pipe as he approached. He then re- 
hearsed the incident with Charlie, in the evening watch, in 
which the captain took no part and I thought he seemed 
greatly bored while the mate blasphemed at the unpardon- 
able sin of the watch sleeping while on deck. After a five- 
minute talk in which he finally “ran down” and stood await- 
ing a reply from the captain, he must have seen the captain’s 
face as I saw it for he stammered: 
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“T-I don’t know what I’m going to do with that lazy 
Swede. What would you advise, Cap’n?” 

Captain Lamson stood shifting his weight, first on one 
foot and then the other, as he listened; a peculiar, nervous 
habit which kept him from standing in one position very 
long. Then, attempting to reply, he said, 

“The next—” finding his mouth so full of tobacco juice 
that he couldn’t finish the sentence, he ran to the taffrail, 
spitting the contents well to lu’ard and without losing his 
step returned, stroking his gray beard free from any drops 
of saliva, to finish what he was about to say. 

“The next time you catch him asleep just take a rope’s 
end and hit him with it. That will settle any more sleeping 
on his part.” 

He looked at the mate with a merry twinkle in his eye 
and a smile broke over his face as he spoke, no doubt know- 
ing full well that the mate would never dare to hit a robust 
man like Charlie; then abruptly turning his back to the mate 
he walked up the cabin steps to the deck above. 

Mr. Burris made no attempt to follow, but stood a little 
discomfited and replied: “All right, sir! I?ll see to it.” 

The captain, evidently wishing to end the conversation, 
walked away without turning around and the mate stood 
watching him, knocking the ashes from his pipe against the 
cabin door. He, no doubt, saw how foolish he would look 
should he attempt to carry out the captain’s instructions, for 
he wore a puzzled expression on his face and, being left 
alone, stalked forward along the companionway still knock- 
ing his pipe on the top of the cabin at every step, not any 
too well pleased. 

As we got farther south there were many boobies, Cape 
hens and other strange birds flying about the ship. The 
booby, a species of the penguin or gannet, is rightly named. 
A booby will fly until nearly exhausted, when it will come 
aboard, lighting on the yardarm, spanker-boom or rail, and 
immediately go to sleep, often too lazy to tuck its head 
under its wing. While nodding in a sound sleep one can walk 
up to the bird and easily pick it off the rail, but as they are 
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not good eating and are awfully lousy, there isn’t much fun 
in making pets of them. : 

The Cape hen (giant fulmar) is a species of the albatross, 
but smaller, having a spread of wings of from seventy to 
eighty inches. The head, neck and lower parts are white, 
while the upper parts are a dusky brown color. The bill is 
light yellowish with very long nasal tubes, and there are 
sixteen feathers in the tail. This bird is known to whalers as 
the “Nellie Breakhous” or “stinker,” from the habit it has, 
on being frightened or wounded, of vomiting the foul con- 
tents of its stomach to a distance of several feet. Like the 
albatross, it lays its dirty-white colored egg on the bare 
ground. It feeds on carrion and whale’s blubber, when ob- 
tainable, and often eats so much that it is unable to fly and 
must await digestion, which takes a half-hour or more. 

In no way can it be compared in beauty with the albatross, 
the largest bird that flies, which will soar about by the hour, 
scarcely moving a wing. Their color resembles the sea gull 
and they follow a ship as the sea gull follows a passenger 
steamer for scraps of food thrown overboard by the cook. 

While the albatross is the most graceful bird that flies, it 
is also the most ungainly when it tries to stop suddenly to 
pick up floating scraps in its eagerness to get ahead of an- 
other bird. Its wings often measure fifteen feet from tip to 
tip, and they are long and narrow; not more than nine inches 
wide. With head extended horizontally, like a flying wild 
goose, the body is brought to a perpendicular position, the 
legs sticking out in front in a line with its head and neck; 
spreading its webfeet like a pair of boxing gloves, and brac- 
ing against the air, it tries to come to a standstill by backing 
water with its enormously long wings. The impetus of the 
body seems too great for its wings, which are kept working 
like the pistons of a locomotive, and as it comes to a stop, it 
falls all over itself as it plunges into the water. If it has not 
judged the distance correctly, there is a wild scramble 
through the water, its long wings trailing behind, beating the 
surface at one instant and above its head the next. In fact— 
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head, neck, wings, body and legs are doing their utmost to 
reach the coveted spot. It is a laughable sight. 

After devouring the scraps it spreads its wings again on 
the crest of a wave and as it recedes the bird is left in the air 
where it can maneuver without getting tangled up in the 
water. In a calm, the albatross has great difficulty in arising 
because it doesn’t have room enough to flap its wings, as their 
tips are submerged. Although its wings spread from ten to 
fifteen feet, yet the weight of the body rarely exceeds eight- 
een pounds. 

The Cape pigeon or Cape petrel is another bird in this 
southern sea that is very beautiful. It gets its name from a 
resemblance to the tame pigeon. It is from ten to fifteen 
inches long, with black head, white back spotted with black 
and under part pure white. It is swift on the wing, flying low 
like a duck, and is seen more often in stormy weather than in 
a calm. It does not follow the ship for days, as does the alba- 
tross, but flies about its wake where it suddenly drops into 
the water, diving beneath for scraps and bits of food. Like 
the Cape hen it ejects an offensive odor when caught or 
frightened. 

One must not forget the stormy petrel or Mother Carey’s 
chicken, sometimes called “Little Peter,” because it appears 
to walk on the water as the Apostle Peter is said to have 
done. This is the smallest webfooted bird that flies and 
measures not over three inches long. There are over one 
hundred different species but their color is generally a sooty 
black, ranging from a blue black to a gray of various tints. 
Although small, its power of flight almost equals that of the 
albatross and like the Cape pigeon it is seen more often in 
stormy weather. It lays but one egg, which is white to a pale 
blue, and nests in holes in cliffs where it guards its eggs 
while setting and dies rather than fly from the nest, if preyed 
upon. These birds never fly ashore, except for nesting. 

There is a superstition among sailors that the petrels carry 
the departed spirits of sailors lost at sea or otherwise, and 
should anyone attempt to harm them bad luck will follow 
the sailor, as well as the ship on which he sails. 
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In our last gale a flock of these little petrels came along- 
side, under our lee, extending their tiny slender legs below 
and fairly danced on the water while picking up the crumbs 
we threw them. Raising their little wings they showed a 
white spot on top of their backs, their little black, round 
heads turning from side to side as if asking us to throw more 
crumbs to “us little fellows,” so far out at sea and away from 
home. We were all of the same opinion and nearly emptied 
the bread-barge. Hopping up and down they came so near 
that they actually stuck out their little feet to ward off the 
side of the ship as it rolled towards them. I tied a piece of 
black thread to a stick with which I thought I might catch 
one, by snaring, but, going to the rail, old Kruse surmised 
what I was about to do and rushed up exclaiming: “Noo! 
noo! Fread! Fer Got sake put dot away afore dees ships gits 
more bad lucks.” The other members of the watch voiced 
the same opinion and my snare was snatched out of my hands 
and thrown overboard. Suffice to say I didn’t catch a Mother 
Carey’s chicken. 

The reason so many birds were flying about was because 
the Islands of Tristan de Cunha were not far off, where they 
nest and feed. As the weather was thick and stormy we sailed 
to the south’ard of these islands, which was a disappointment 
to me. They are generally picked up by Australian packets, 
for a new departure, and are said to be very beautiful. Tris- 
tan de Cunha, the principal of this group of three islands, is 
midway between Cape of Good Hope and the coast of South 
America. It is nearly circular in shape and about seven miles 
in diameter. The mountains rise abruptly from the ocean to 
a height of about 8,300 feet and can be seen a hundred miles 
away. [here is a volcanic cone in the center which is filled 
with fresh water and has never been known to freeze over. 
The cliffs, about 1,000 to 2,000 feet high, are very precipi- 
tous on all sides, except on the northeast where there are 
irregular fertile plains, one hundred feet above the sea. The 
climate is mild and adapted to fruit and vegetables, seed 
having been brought from the United States by Jonathan 
Lambert of Salem, Massachusetts, who took formal posses- 
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sion of the island in 1814. He issued a proclamation setting 
forth his rights to the soil and invited navigators of all 
nations, whose route might lie near the island, to touch at 
his settlement for supplies needed; trading vegetables, fruit 
and meat for anything that might be most convenient for 
visitors to part with, useful for him and his associates in their 
solitary abode. 

Lambert had things well started for a colony, but after 
living there over two years he was drowned while visiting 
one of the other islands. His associates, disheartened at his 
death, shortly afterwards left on one of the ships touching 
there. 

The islands and the birds were the chief topics of discus- 
sion in our night watches, for the old stories had been re- 
peated so often that we knew just what the other fellow was 
going to say the moment he opened his mouth. 

At the wheel I continually compared the brightness of the 
Southern Cross with the Big Dipper, but there really was no 
comparison. The Southern Cross is formed by four principal 
stars in a rough cross, but they are not of the same magni- 
tude. 

I was also much disappointed in the Magellan clouds, of 
which I had heard so much. These constellations are called, 
in astronomy, Nubecular Major and Minor, from their 
cloud-like appearance and are two small, oval masses of 
light, near the South Pole, seen at night by the naked eye 
and described by Herschel as consisting of swarms of stars, 
clusters and nebulae of every description. They are named 
after Ferdinand Magellan and resemble the stars of the 
Milky Way, though entirely detached. While the Clouds 
and the Cross are objects of admiration they are not to be 
compared with our northern constellations, 

About the middle of February our potatoes began to feel 
the effects of the damp, chilly weather. Having been wet 
with salt water they began to sweat and decay and grew so 
strong and sour that we couldn’t eat them. At last the men 
went in a body to the cook and told him if any more sour 
spuds were cooked for the fo’c’sle they would send them 
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back; also, that he must “lay off” the duff he had been send- 
ing for they were tired of it and wanted a change. ° 

The cook was getting so lazy that he hadn’t been baking 
bread for the crew, as it was much easier for him to throw a 
mess of flour into a sack and boil it, so we had been getting 
duff instead of soft-tack. The talk had its effect and we were 
given fresh bread for supper. 

Alonzo continued no better and stayed in his bunk instead 
of being up and around. One day the captain came to our 
room and told him he wanted to see him about the deck 
more, where he could get some fresh air and take a little 
exercise by walking. He took the tape measure and we meas- 
ured from the front of the cabin to our room, a distance of 
thirty-five feet, and after figuring with his pencil the captain 
said: 

“By walking this distance 151 times you will have walked 
just one mile. Now I want you to walk this distance every 
day. Try to get a little strength before you get so weak that 
you will be unable to navigate, for I don’t want to roll you 
up in your tarpaulin jacket and heave you overboard.” 

“But I am unable to stand walking any length of time, 
Captain,” said Alonzo. 

“Well!” replied the captain. “Do as much as you can at 
first and when you are tired, take a rest for a spell and go at 
it again, for I want you to walk your mile every day. You’ve 
got to take exercise.” 

So Alonzo turned to and started on his hike, but he made 
bad weather of it and had to go below after the second lap. 
The ship being on the wind, pitched a good deal, and it was 
more than he could stand. It was fully a week before he 
logged off his mile. 

When we were about four hundred miles west of the Cape 
of Good Hope the wind increased to a gale and began to 
blow great guns. We furled the fore, main and mizzen 
upper topsails and the flying-jib and jib. All hands were on 
deck and we clewed up the mainsail to take it in and raced 
up the rigging, running out on the yard to hand it. Time 
after time we had the sail almost under control when the 
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gale would blow it from our grasp. The heavy, wet canvas 
was very severe on our hands. Digging away with our fin- 
gers’ ends against the sail it refused to yield enough to allow 
us to pinch a seam, with our bleeding nails, for a hold. With 
the rise of the bow over a sea, during which the wind would 
spill more or less from the sail, we gradually picked up, inch 
by inch and foot by foot, this big sail, holding it under our 
stomachs, where we were at a disadvantage, to roll the sail 
upon the yard. Dave and I were in the quarter of the yard, 
where he told me to sit on the foot-rope and see if I could 
pass the gasket under the yard and over the sail to him for 
a temporary stop to keep the sail from blowing out again. 

Releasing my hold on the sail, I sat down on the foot- 
rope, aS in a swing, with one arm around the stirrup that 
supports the foot-rope from the jack-stay, holding the bight 
of the gasket in my other hand. After several attempts he 
finally caught the rope and passing it to me, behind the yard 
below, he pulling up on the gasket above and I pulling 
down, we held the sail well up against the yard and a couple 
more turns held it securely. 

Then came the task of rolling the sail on top of the yard 
with the toss of the bunt. All sailors have been well edu- 
cated in the art of swearing and on the Akbar they were all 
proficient and not backward in blaspheming as they tried, in 
vain, to raise the heavy, wet sail, cursing the luck that made 
them sailors, with expressions, “Who wouldn’t sell a farm 
and go to sea!” “Oh, why did I leave my happy home!” 
etc., all of which was taken good-naturedly in spite of the 
blue air from the foul mouths with which they damned the 
ship, the ship carpenters for building her, the captain and 
officers for sailing her, and themselves for being found 
aboard her. It made no difference who they cursed. They 
were there to swear and they certainly did it. Finally, 
“Handsome Charlie,” who was in the slings of the yard, 
sang out, 

“Give her ‘Paddy Doyle,’ Jerry.” 

This is a chantey for tossing the bunt and is never heard 
anywhere else. Although there is not much music in it, it 
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produces results. The words would indicate that Paddy 
Doyle must have been a fat man who couldn’t bend over far 
enough, on account of his belly, to pull on his sea boots. The 
same was true with us, on the yard, where we were holding 
with our stomachs, chests and elbows, all of the sail we had 
gathered in and were loath to let go our hands for a fresh 
hold, farther down, for fear we should lose what we had 
already gained. But with Jerry starting, “To me way-a- 
hey,” our feet were thrown high in the air, regardless, while 
our heads went down, with bodies hanging over the yard, as 
we reached below in another attempt; and with the pause 
“OQ,” drawled out, everybody on the yard began the chorus 
in unison, holding all he had, knowing full well that it 
required a long pull, a strong pull and a pull all together, 
as we sang, “Paddy can’t dive for his boots!” 

On the word doors, down came our feet under the yard, 
every man pulling as one, and up rolled the sail, little by 
little, with the help of the song. Cursing was forgotten and 
a broad smile broke over the faces of the shellbacks who, a 
moment before, hated themselves. 

This is one of the many places on board ship where the 
chantey does more to accomplish results than all the swear- 
ing, driving, pulling and hauling could otherwise do. A little 
song does more to lighten the work than the average person 
can possibly conceive. It changes the disposition of the men 
like magic. A moment before they were fighting mad; each 
one puffing and fuming like a spirited animal, working be- 
side a calm dray horse pulling a heavy load out of the mire. 
If the high-spirited animal would do less jumping and 
snorting and wait for the word from the driver, when both 
should pull at the same time, the team would pull the load 
much easier. We have all seen it ashore. And so with the 
sailors. There must be teamwork to accomplish any heavy 
undertaking and the chantey, wherever sung, marks the time 
where all willing arms must pull in unison. 

With several lines of “Paddy Doyle” bordering on the 
obscene, the words that we sang cannot be given here. 
Strange to say, all those men knew what was coming for they 
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sang the lines as if they were reading from a book, so famil- 
lar were they with the chantey. One seldom hears more than 
two verses of this song, however, to toss a bunt. 


Pappy Doy.e anp His Boors 


Andantino 
SoLo 


CuHorus 


| <s v a 
To me way - ay - a-a-yah! Oh, Paddy can’t dive for his dots! 


To me way-a-a-yah! 
We'll pay Paddy Doyle for his boots! 


We'll roll up the sail as we sing, a-yah! 
And pay Paddy Doyle for his boots! 


We’ll toss up the bunt with a fling, a-yah! 
And hang Paddy Doyle for his boots! 


We’ll all drink whiskey and gin, a-yah! 
And hang Paddy Doyle for his boots! 


To me way-a-a-yah! 
We'll all sling soot at the cook! 


This little chantey has many changes in the last line of the 
verse, but it is usually started, as above, with “Paddy can’t 
dive for his boots.” And after Paddy’s boots have been paid 
for and he is hung, etc., the chanteyman finds words for the 
bo’sun and officers, generally ending with the cook, who is 
looked upon as the scum of the earth. 

The sail rolled up on top of the yard and the bunt-gasket 
having been reached and made fast to the chain tye, the tem- 
porary gaskets were released and I again took my seat on the 
foot-rope, holding to the topsail sheet above and throwing 
the gasket to Dave as before, for the yard and sail were too 
bulky for one man to reach around. He pounded the sail 
firmly down with his fist with each turn of the gasket and in 
this manner we worked our way along the foot-rope from 
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the quarter of the yard towards the slings, while the others 
were doing the same at other stations along the yard. 

The sail securely fastened, there was a scramble to get 
down on deck and it was surprising what force the wind had 
against our clothing. With our oilskin jackets tied about our 
waists with a piece of rope-yarn, to keep from blowing over 
our heads, and the ship thrown over to an angle of 45 de- 
grees, staggering and trembling from truck to keelson, from 
the force of the wind, we almost had to pull ourselves down, 
for we were blown so tightly against the shrouds that it was 
with difficulty that our feet reached the ratlines below. In 
such weather there is no danger of falling from the shrouds, 
for the wind keeps one jammed against the rigging as if 
glued there. 

Coming down from aloft we immediately reefed the fore- 
sail and held the starboard tack all that day with no signs 
of the wind changing. 

On the sixteenth of February, the captain decided to try 
the southern latitudes, as we were too far north. The sea 
was running mountains high and for the safety of all we 
wore ship rather than try to come about. Everything was 
ready for wearing ship when the mate got into trouble by 
going forward just at that time. The captain had been riding 
him hard for the past three days, much to our amusement, 
for several acts of poor seamanship displayed on his part, in 
the recent gales. Consequently the mate kept as far away as 
possible from the captain when he appeared on deck. 

Standing on top of the cabin and running between the 
boats as far as possible, he called, impatiently: 

“Mr. Burris! Mr. Burris! Where in hell has that mate 
hid to now? Why don’t you come aft and attend to the after 
yards? Do you want to carry away another t’gallant yard? 
Oh! you thing of a mate!” 

“Aye, aye, sir! I’m coming,” he replied, showing himself 
under the lee of the forward house. 

With the helm up we swung off with an easy roll, squar- 
ing in the after yards until the ship was racing full before it. 
Here, it looked several times as if the sea astern would 
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surely break over the poop, but she arose majestically to the 
occasion and rode the sea like a duck. Then bracing the fore 
yard hard to starboard and the after yards following suit, 
as she swung, we wore ship handsomely on the other tack. 

Steering full-and-by for the next two days we finally ran 
out of the stormy weather and were able to steer a course for 
the first time in almost two weeks. The good weather was 
hailed by all and even Alonzo came on deck to try his luck 
in walking his mile. Although weak at first he gradually 
gained strength and could walk his mile without resting. 
While doing his stunt the mate presented him with the old 
short-handled broom and told him to carry it as a sentry 
might carry a gun, for he had given up all hope of ever see- 
ing him use it in any other way. Alonzo replied: 

“You'd better keep it in your room where it can be found 
when wanted. I may be able to use it yet and give you a 
surprise.” 

Two days later the course was altered from south to south- 
southeast and the mate got in bad again with the captain the 
same day. In changing the old foresail for a new one, he 
sent up the mainsail and the head of the sail was fastened 
with the robands in the customary manner. Hauling out the 
head-earing, Charlie saw that the sail was much too long 
and he called out: 

“On deck! On deck, sir!” 

“Well, what do you want?” replied the mate. 

“This sail is too long, sir!” said Charlie. 

“Go ahead and make it fast! The wrinkles will come out 
when you pull out to lu’ard,” said the mate, with his cus- 
tomary cursing. 

We stretched the sail as ordered and cutting the stoppings 
the sail dropped down like a shirt on a broomstick. The cap- 
tain, who had heard the conversation and the swearing of 
the mate, had his weather eye on the sail as it dropped. 

“You’ve got the mainsail up there, Mr. Burris. Why 
don’t you mark your sails so you can read them? Get it off 
as fast as you can, for I don’t want to be caught like this in 
the eyes of some passing ship, to give us the laugh. I’d hate 
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awfully to acknowledge that I had a mate that couldn’t tell 
a foresail from a mainsail,” stormed the captain. ~ 

There was no sail in sight, but the mate lost no time in 
clewing it up again when we made the exchange. In the 
meantime the captain walked the quarter-deck most impa- 
tiently, telling the mate what he thought of him at every 
stride, which was enjoyed immensely by the man at the 
wheel who didn’t miss a word the captain said and stored it 
up for the evening watch, in which he rehearsed the words 
of the captain and the manner in which he walked back and 
forth on the poop. 

During the next week we had cold, stormy, rainy weather. 
The salt spray flew over the ship and we were unable to catch 
fresh rain-water. The water in the casks on deck wasn’t fit 
to drink, so we emptied what water was left and drew a fresh 
supply from the tank in between-decks, drawing off a caskful 
only, and were sparing of what we used, relying on the rain 
and good weather to fill the other casks. 

Old man Kruse never hesitated to bore in when things 
went wrong and he still swore we never would reach Mel- 
bourne. The head winds that kept us back, off the Cape, con- 
vinced him that ours was an unlucky ship and it was begin- 
ning to have its effect on the crew, for each night they 
schemed how they would desert on arrival at Melbourne. 
Already they had been making heavy drags on the slop-chest 
and the last pound of tobacco was gone. All the men were 
heavy poker players and after cutting the tobacco into small 
squares used it to ante. They knew if they deserted they 
must leave the amount of wages due them, so each one was 
contriving to draw his limit from the slop-chest. 

O’Rourke had already gone his limit and the report was 
that he had a full caddy stored away. In a game one night, 
Jerry was a heavy loser and on going to his cache for more 
made the discovery that someone had been there before him 
and robbed him of his holdings. O’Rourke also claimed he 
had been robbed. This set every man looking for his own 
and it soon developed that all of them were touched, more 
or less; for forty plugs were missing from the starboard 
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watch and five from the port watch. Who was the thief? It 
was all a mystery. 

At last running into cool weather, the captain wanted a 
change of food and decided to kill one of the four pigs. He 
picked out the best-looking one and asked the steward if he 
knew how to kill a pig. 

“Sure! I can stick a pig,” said the steward. Whereupon 
the captain told him to get ready for the killing Saturday so 
as to have fresh pork for Sunday dinner. 

The steward brought three butcher knives to the carpen- 
ter’s shop and I was selected to turn the grindstone. He kept 
me busy all the afternoon watch, grinding first one and then 
the other, feeling the edge from time to time until he was 
satisfied that he could do no better. 

Saturday afternoon Hans pulled the pig out of the pen 
for the operation and all the time the pig kept up his squeal- 
ing as if he knew that his time had come. Taking him to the 
starboard side of the main bitts, we laid him on his back, 
Hans holding a fore and hind leg on one side and I holding 
the other two on the opposite. The pig threw his head about 
from side to side, so the steward called for Andy to hold 
the pig’s head. In this position there was no earthly show 
for the pig. The steward then knelt down on the deck and 
feeling up and down the pig’s neck, for his windpipe, finally 
satisfied himself that he had located the vulnerable spot and 
plunged the knife straight into his neck. The blood spurted 
over the deck and the squealing increased with every kick. 

“Tet him up, boys! He’s done for!” said the steward. 

The moment we released our hold the pig jumped to his 
feet and scudded before it up the starboard side and over the 
fore-hatch with everybody in chase. 

“Catch him! Catch him!” shouted the steward. But the 
pig was too nimble for us and, started down the port side 
heading directly for the cabin. The door being open, he 
jumped over the sill, then under the dining table, around 
the mizzenmast and into the captain’s cabin. It fell to 
Andy’s lot to finally catch him, for we all made missing 
tackles; but Andy fell on the pig, in the corner of the room, 
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as a football player might tackle a man with the ball and his 
hold was sure. Hugging the pig under him it was some time 
before he was willing to take a chance to make room for us to 
help. It was certainly a great scramble in the after cabin and 
the floor was covered with gore. 

Andy and I carried the pig back to the place where he was 
first laid on the deck and holding him, as we did at first, the 
steward began operations again, plunging the knife, time and 
again, into the unfortunate pig’s neck. With each stab, 
weaker and weaker grew the squealing until at last we let 
go our hold. A post mortem showed that the pig had actually 
been murdered by the steward. Six times the knife entered 
his throat and the back of the neck showed three distinct gaps 
where the knife went through into the deck planks. 

All this time the captain stood beside the main-deck cap- 
stan patiently waiting until the pig breathed his last. Finally 
he called to the steward, 

“Steward, have you succeeded in killing him?” 

Ves sif, wane replied. 

“Then get a bucket of hot water and a swab, as quick as 
God?|I let you, and get busy in the cabin. I want you to wash 
up all the blood, taking out every stain.” Then turning to 
the mate, he said: “Mr. Burris, leave things just as they are 
and when the steward gets through in the cabin see that he 
turns to on the deck. He told me that he knew how to kill a 
pig, but I didn’t expect to see one murdered. Any old sailor 
could do that well. If he couldn’t, I’?d heave him overboard. 
See that he cleans up the mess, fore and aft, alone. He’ll 
think, twice the next time, before he says he’s a butcher. Oh, 
I don’t know what we’re coming to! The older I get the 
more I see how inefficient sailors of to-day are. There are no 
more sailors! If this man had done this trick on some of the 
ships ve been in, he would have been strung up by the 
thumbs, lashed and keel-hauled.” 

“Yes! and some of the ships I’ve sailed on, too, Cap’n,” 
said the mate. “Last voyage, on the Oliver Cromwell (you 
remember she had stern windows), we had the same experi- 
ence in about this latitude. After sticking the pig the men let 
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him up, but instead of running for’ard, he made for the 
cabin direct and didn’t stop until he jumped through the 
window into the sea. A shark had been following the ship 
all that day and, believe me, he wasn’t long finding the pig, 
for scarcely had the pig struck the water than he gobbled 
him up like a piece of cheese. The captain was so mad that 
he knocked the steward down and jumped on him. I thought 
every rib in his body was broken; but he was able to clean up 
the mess and get dinner.” 

“Served him right,” said the captain. 

While Captain Lamson was of the old school, he was not 
a Tartar; but he never hesitated to growl and fume over 
petty annoyances in seamanship that happen every day. Any- 
one guilty of committing such an offense was no better than 
an “old sailor.” 

An “old sailor” was the depth of degradation, in his esti- 
mation; a nonentity, and had no standing whatever. The 
word was significant of a mark of unseamanship. If a royal 
or topgallant sail was furled in a gale and time not spent in 
putting on a harbor furl, the men were no better than “old 
sailors.” “Old sailors” knew better, but had rather furl in a 
slovenly way than otherwise. 

An “old sailor” had no ambition or pride to become better 
than a common seaman. His station in life was at a rest. 
Pride gone, he couldn’t live down the drunken debauchery 
that befell him on every trip ashore. Awakening from the 
revelry and filled with remorse at finding himself shanghaied 
on some outward-bound vessel, he lived to exist and that was 
all. He accepted blunt rebuke from an officer, as a matter of 
fact, not batting an eye to show that his pride had been hurt. 
Not having any pride, the insult rolled off like water on a 
duck’s back and he went on with his work indifferently. All 
such characters, whether young or old, the captain called 
“old sailors.” If a turn, hastily taken under a belaying-pin, 
led the wrong way, you could hear him shout: 

“Oh! don’t be an ‘old sailor’! An ‘old sailor’ always takes 
a turn that way. He may know better, but his ambition is 
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gone, and he don’t care a damn. Be ambitious and don’t be an 
‘old*sailor.”)? 

Having given his instructions to the mate, the captain 
walked aft to his quarters while we surveyed surroundings, 
following the course of the pig around the forward house 
and back to where the knife prints showed in the deck 
planks. The steward, in the meantime, was busy with his 
cleaning in the cabin while we triced up the pig, by the hind 
legs, to the topgallant sheets, on the lee side of the main- 
mast, to bleed. 

After making several trips to the galley, for hot water, 
the steward and cook came together in an altercation that 
looked for a time as if something exciting would really hap- 
pen. The cook having been under the weather for several 
days was very irritable and finally burst out, 

“This will be the last bucket of water you’ll get from me; 
so don’t bother me any more.” 

The steward, somewhat taken aback, raised his head in a 
cocky manner and answered: 

“See here, Doctor! You'll give me all the hot water I ask 
for, when I want it.” 

“Not on your bloody life!” retorted the cook. “I’ve got 
my supper to get and you or anybody else can’t rob me of my 
hot water. So put that in your pipe and smoke it!” 

“Tm not robbing you and even if I were, it’s your place to 
do as I tell you. I am the steward of this packet and you get 
your orders from me. See!” said the steward, slapping his 
breast with each word to emphasize the meaning. 

“Oh, who th’ hell are you, anyway?” replied the cook. 
“Do you call yourself a steward? A fine looking steward you 
are! Where did’sha learn your trade? Sticking pigs in a 
Chicago slaughterhouse? Git t? hell out of here and skin aft 
where you belong.” 

That was too much for the steward’s dignity and he let 
fly his right, catching the cook full in the face and flooring 
him. The cook was on his feet in an instant and snatching 
up a butcher knife he jumped out of the galley and was on 
top of the steward in one leap. With both hands, the steward 
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caught the cook’s uplifted hand, in which he held the knife, 
and both men fell sprawling on the deck. 

There was murder in the cook’s eye and the steward knew 
it. To make sure of his hold, he brought the cook’s arm down 
between his knees and the knife cut an ugly gash through his 
pants and into the calf of his leg, from which the blood 
flowed profusely. Big Hans and Charlie rushed into the 
mélée to separate them, the mate shouting: 

“Tet the damn fools fight it out to a finish! If they don’t, 
there’ll be no living with them! Go back to your work and 
don’t interfere!” 

But Hans wrapped his big arms around the cook and rais- 
ing him from the deck, like a child, grabbed the fist in which 
he held the knife and bent his hand back until the knife was 
released and fell to the deck. In the meantime Charlie held 
the steward in like manner, both of them puffing and blow- 
ing like porpoises and cursing each other unmercifully. 

The steward was so enraged that he did not notice the 
cut in his leg until Charlie backed him away from the cook. 
Walking with difficulty, he looked down to ascertain the 
cause and seeing the cut in his pants and the blood-stained 
stocking, he realized for the first time that he was wounded. 

“Oh, my God! I’m murdered!” he cried. 

We rolled up his pants leg and found a gash four inches 
long on the inside of his leg. I brought the bucket of hot 
water, left standing on the deck, and started to wash the 
blood from his leg, but the mate called out: 

“You, Fred! Get t’? hell out of there! This isn’t your 
funeral! If there’s any washing to be done let him do it 
himself. The rest of you turn to on your work. I?ll handle 
this man.” 

But the mate paid no attention to him at all. The captain, 
however, saw the scuffle and came to the stewards relief, 
dressing the wound and taking him to the cabin, where he 
was laid up for two weeks, I was called to fill the vacancy 
in the cabin and lived on the fat of the land. During this 
time, whenever old Kruse had an opportunity, he took par- 
ticular pains to tell how the “Flying Dutchman” had put 
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his mark on the Akéar, calling attention to the way in which 
the pig was killed and the fight that followed—a boding of 
ill luck to us all. Standing half bent over to one side, as he 
talked, and shaking the index finger of his hand in my face, 
slowly accenting each word, he said: 

“Vot did I tole you? Mark my vords, Frade! Dees ships 
vill never reach Melbourne after such tings a happenin’.” 

Although I was glad of the opportunity to help the stew- 
ard with his work while he was laid up, I longed to get back 
on deck. Washing dishes and running about the cabin with 
a wet swab, to wipe the dust from the top of the cabin doors, 
mouldings, etc., didn’t appeal to me, and to stand back of the 
captain and mates, at meal times, with a white apron on, was 
work I despised. Although I had “all night” in, yet I had 
rather stand my watch on deck with the men and longed for 
that day to come again. 

During my stay in the cabin, however, I was able to pass 
out a piece of pie or a dish of pudding to Alonzo—“come 
backs” from the table, which he seemed greatly pleased to 
get while he was doing his daily stunt of walking the decks. 
He improved in strength and on Tuesday, February 29, 
went aloft for the first time since leaving Boston, but only 
reached the lower topsail yard. Finding his strength leaving 
him he took a safer course and returned to deck, all in from 
the exertion. 

On Sunday, March 5, I caught two albatross, by trailing 
a fishline astern, baited with fat pork. There isn’t the sport 
in catching these birds that there is in trailing for dolphin, 
but anything out of the ordinary work was exciting. 

After these birds land on deck they are unable to fly. 
Spreading their wings above them and standing as high as 
possible on their slender legs, which seem entirely too small 
for their bodies, their wings beating the deck as they hopped 
for a push off, they would fall all over themselves, so to 
speak, and being balanced from their wings’ ends and push- 
ing up from behind with their feet, it was a clumsy hop- 
step-and-jump across the deck, getting them nowhere but 
affording much laughter to the lookers-on, among whom 
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was Captain Lamson who seemed to enjoy the sight as much 
as the rest of us. One must keep at a safe distance from their 
long beaks, during these struggles for liberty, for they bite 
and hold on like a bull-dog. 

Although these birds are very beautiful, no one cares to 
keep them as pets for they are literally covered with vermin. 
They also have a strong, fishy odor which is quite obnoxious 
and they are quite unfit for eating. 

The sailors clamor for the wings, head and plumage of 
the breast to carry home to their sweethearts, for, when 
properly renovated and cured, the breast and wings are very 
beautiful. The bones of the legs, being slim and hollow, 
Old Jack spends his time in the dogwatches scraping and 
fitting them for stems to his pipes, claiming they make better 
and sweeter stems than any other. 

On Wednesday, March 8, we were ninety days out. Steer- 
ing full and by, we ran down the forty-fourth and forty- 
fifth parallels for the next week, during which time I was 
busy making a gangplank, while the sailors were making 
“drunk nets” for the requirements at Melbourne. A rope net 
is hung under the gangplank, and one over the side, amid- 
ships, to catch anything slipping from the slings in unload- 
ing. Poor Jack is often saved a wetting from this precaution, 
should he fall when coming aboard “half seas over.” 

During that week of head winds, everyone was out of 
sorts. The molasses had been strong and rusty for some time 
and the sailors decided they had had enough of dirty treacle, 
for Andy found a clot of iron rust in his coffee and said 
something must be done at once before all hands were poi- 
soned. The cook had been complaining of indigestion and 
the second mate was troubled with neuralgia in his head, so 
they decided the molasses was the prime cause of the sickness 
and all hands went aft to interview the captain. 

Captain Lamson heard their complaint and replied he was 
sorry but could do no better; the molasses was all he had for 
the fo’c’sle and if the men couldn’t use it they would have 
to go without. This brought on a growl which was finally 
quieted by the captain promising to supply “Golden Syrup,” 
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the same that was furnished the cabin. This pleased the men 
who returned well satisfied with the interview. For supper 
that night there was a pitcher of syrup for tea and no growl 
from the men, but the following morning at breakfast, there 
was a growl that the coffee didn’t taste natural and the day 
following it was worse and they were not slow in calling the 
syrup “Baby-food,” “Angel-dressing,” etc., and not fit to 
feed sailors, for it was a poor substitute for molasses to 
sweeten coffee. 

March 13 came in with a gale from the north, with heavy 
showers. The weather main-topgallant sheet parted in one 
of the squalls and we took in the sail. The gale increasing 
we took in the mainsail and lowered the upper topsails, furl- 
ing everything on the mizzen, while we ran before it under 
lower topsails, foresail, fore-topmast staysail and main spen- 
cer until morning, when the wind moderated and we set the 
topsails with the help of the starboard watch, who were kept 
up from their watch below. 

While clearing up the decks, Mr. Burris asked Mr. San- 
born if he would go aloft and bring down the end of the 
topgallant sheet that had parted in the sheave block the day 
before, as there were a couple of patent links fitted to the 
chain that he wanted. Although it was his watch below, Mr. 
Sanborn went as requested. I went to the carpenter shop to 
work on the gangplank and was followed by the mate, who 
gave me instructions as to how it should be made. We had 
not been there long before Mr. Sanborn appeared at the door 
with the piece of chain. Balancing himself with the roll of 
the ship, he said: 

“Here’s your chain, sir! What will you have done with 
ite 

The mate, who appeared very busy with his instructions, 
either didn’t hear the second mate or else did not want to 
and Mr. Sanborn asked again, 

“What do you want done with this chain, sir?” 

“T don’t give a damn what you do with it! Heave it over- 
board,” replied the mate. 
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“Heave it overboard, sir!” said he, and overboard he 
threw it without asking why. 

“Christ Almighty! You didn’t heave that chain overboard, 
did you? That’s all the patent links we’ve got in the ship,” 
said the mate, alarmed at the second mate’s behavior. 

The second mate stood, with a stern look in his eye, and 
quietly but emphatically said: 

“When you give me an order you may depend on me to 
carry it out, for I was ten years in Uncle Sam’s navy and 
was taught to obey orders whether right or wrong. A good 
sailor always obeys orders.” 

Without another word he turned on his heel and walked 
aft, while the mate bit his lips, chagrined at the turn of 
affairs. The topgallant sheet was none too long and with the 
broken end thrown overboard, it worried him not a little. 
Before the day ended the wind moderated and we repaired 
the topgallant sheet and set the sail as well as the royals and 
staysails. 

The wind working to W.S.W., it later increased to a gale 
and the same work of shortening sail followed. Light sails 
were taken in; we reefed the mainsail and also took in the 
upper mizzen topsails. During the night we shipped much 
water and the next morning we scrubbed her down with sand 
and our coir brooms to cut the slime from the decks, which 
were becoming very slippery from the seas slopping over. 
The second mate, who hardly ever went below in his first 
hour, took the hose as we scrubbed. Passing the pigpen he 
threw the stream into the pen hoping to clear the scupper- 
holes which had become stopped up during the night; but 
the water was so deep he couldn’t force it. I was scrubbing 
near the pen when he called: 

“You, Fred! Drop your broom and jump into the pen and 
clear those scupper-holes.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” I replied. I had admired him the day 
before in his reply to the mate that “a good sailor always 
obeys orders,” so I jumped into the pigpen without a mo- 
ment’s thought. The foul water was knee-deep on the lee 
side and with the roll to windward, the wash hit the side 
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with a splash, spattering me from head to foot. There wasn’t 
room for me to stand erect and groping my way in search 
of the clogged scupper-holes, the next roll threw the water 
to leeward where it was impossible for me to see, so I asked 
the second mate for a belaying-pin to punch out the dirt. 

“Belaying-pin be damned!” he exclaimed. “Take your 
finger and punch it out. A little clean dung won’t hurt you.” 

“JT was a good sailor,” and rolling up my shirtsleeves, 
above the elbow, I went after it. There was little sense in 
rolling up my sleeves, for my arm went clear to the shoulder 
in the dirty water, and before the scupper-holes were cleared 
my dungaree overalls were as much wet as my shirtsleeves 
and on getting out of the pigpen it was necessary for me to 
make a complete change of clothing. 

The second mate laughed good-naturedly when he saw 
my condition and I couldn’t help laughing at his appearance, 
for he was almost as wet as I from the sloppy waves and 
slipping about the wet, slimy decks in his bare feet. It was a 
circumstance that we couldn’t avoid and we made the best 
of it. 

Mr. Sanborn seemed to take delight in washing down 
decks in his bare feet, with pants rolled up above his knees, 
displaying a pair of white legs, highly tattooed. There was 
no mistaking him for a man-of-war’s man, for his left leg 
was tattooed with a big green snake, its head extending down 
the top of his foot to the junction of his great toe, while its 
body encircled the ankle and twined about the calf of his leg 
twice, extending over the knee and about his thigh above. 
On the calf of his right leg a beautiful nude woman was tat- 
tooed, with her hair twisted in a knot, showing a very pretty 
face and bust, with her legs extending down on each side of 
his leg. Truly a masterpiece of art. 

He seemed to take delight in showing these masterpieces 
when the occasion demanded, but other parts of his body 
were not often seen. He afterwards explained, “I was a 
damned fool for having it done, but being drunk at the time 
I was in such a condition that anything suggested was all 
right with me.” 


THE TATTOOED BACK OF A SAILOR 


From a photograph by courtesy of E. W. Liberty 
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His breast showed a full-rigged ship with studded link 
chains running from the hawsepipes over each shoulder and 
down his spine to the coccyx. His forearms both showed 
work that only a man-of-war’s man could do. On his left 
was the “Sailor’s Return,” while the right displayed the 
“Flags of all Nations.” His hands were a sight! Bracelets on 
each wrist; nude women on his hands, the thumb and fore- 
fingers outlining their legs; and bands of rings around his 
fingers. In fact, there was hardly a place left on his body for 
any more tattooing. Such was the work of man-of-war’s men 
and whalers of that day. . 

While I was changing my clothing he dropped the hose, 
complaining of a severe headache and passed my door hold- 
ing his head in both hands. At dinner time he was suffering 
so much that he didn’t appear for dinner. He was no better 
in the evening and the captain stood his watch; and the next 
day the second mate was confined to his bed, the captain tak- 
ing me in his watch until the second mate was able to resume 
his duties. 

I welcomed the change and although that night we had 
one of the worst gales and were kept up from our watch 
below, from midnight till 3 a.m. shortening sail, I did a 
sailor’s work instead of chasing errands on deck at the beck 
and call of the mate. He began by ordering me in his accus- 
tomed manner: 

“Fred, run forward and get that watch tackle under the 
gallant fo’c’sle. When you get back, get a couple of slings 
from the booby hatch. Here! coil up those ropes in the gang- 
way and get ’em from under foot.” 

Here, the captain interfered, saying: “You’ve given that 
man enough orders. Let up on him! Coil up some of those 
ropes yourself and send him aloft where he is needed.” 

“All right, sir! Skin up aloft and lend a hand with the 
mizzen topsail,” said the mate, and I lost no time in getting 
under way. 

After snugging her down under fore-topmast staysail and 
lower main topsail, we hove to for the rest of the night. 

We sighted King Island at noon, April 1, 1876, off the 
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starboard bow. The second mate was still very sick and the 
cook was not able to do his work and had turned in for the 
day—another sick man. With the sight of land, Alonzo 
brightened up and reported for work. The steward acted as 
cook and Alonzo did what he could in the cabin. At ten 
o’clock in the evening, the next day, we hove to waiting for 
daylight to sail up Bass Strait. At 5.30 a.M. we squared away 
again and later the wind hauled to W.N.W. and we were 
obliged to tack ship on our way to Port Phillip Heads. 

At noon Hans relieved me at the wheel. There was a 
large steamer from Melbourne passing out, her decks lined 
with passengers who waved their handkerchiefs as they 
passed us to leeward, about half a mile away. 

“Full and by,” I gave him the course in the customary 
manner, but instead of answering, “Full and by,” he ex- 
claimed: 

“My God, Frred! There’s a vimin! There’s a vimin!” 
rubbing his hands and slapping his thigh exultantly. The 
ladies certainly looked nice in their summer dresses of bright 
colors; a great contrast to our crew of sunburned men in 
faded dungarees. 

At 2.30 p.m. a pilot, from the pilot boat Rip, came aboard, 
the boat no doubt named from the tide rip that forms out- 
side of Port Phillip Heads, known as “the Rip.” The tide 
from Port Phillip recedes through a narrow channel at the 
Heads, which are two abrupt cliffs on each side, and while 
rushing out to sea forms a clearly defined rip, kicking up a 
nasty sea in a head wind. As the pilot boat cruises back and 
forth across “the Rip,” for vessels bound in, the name is very 
fitting. 

Tacking back and forth, during the afternoon, we finally 
passed in at 4.30 P.M. ina fine, light wind, when we backed 
our main yard and awaited the health officers to come aboard. 
We were all assembled aft and after they had examined our 
papers and called the roll, to which we individually an- 
swered to our names, and satisfied themselves that Mr. 
Sanborn and the cook had no contagious disease, we were 
allowed to proceed. Filling away we passed Mud Island and 
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steered a straight course up Port Phillip for Melbourne, 
some thirty miles to the north. 

During the dogwatches, Dave was very busy with the 
men, teaching them an old-time chantey, “South Australia.” 
As it would be too late to dock at Sandridge (now South 
Melbourne) he declared we would have to anchor at either 
Williamstown or Sandridge before docking; and to give the 
ship a good send-off before leaving (for they were all de- 
termined to make a “pier-head jump”), the chantey would 
be very appropriate while heaving up anchor for the last 
time. 

True to his predictions, when the sun went down, a north- 
erly wind came off the land with indications of rain and a 
blow. It was 10.30 p.m. before we reached the head of the 
bay and the wind being squally we sailed under topsails as 
we approached Williamstown, where the pilot gave orders 
to clear the port anchor. When he went forward and saw the 
oscillating flukes, he exclaimed: 

“Bl? me eyes! w’at kind of a bloomin’ mud-’ook his this, 
sir? From all hindications hit looks like a blow t?-night. Are 
you sure this hanchor will ’old?” 

“You bet your life it will hold,” replied the mate. 

“Really! Hi’d much prefer the other,” said he, surveying 
the starboard anchor and returning with a troubled look. 

“Yow ll have no cause for worry on account of this one. 
What kind of bottom have you got here?” asked the mate. 

“Weve got good mud and clay, but Hi don’t care t’ take 
the blame hif we ’appen t’ drift an’ foul hother ships in the 
’arbor. Really! Hi’m not at all acquainted with the ’oldin’ 
qualities of this queer lookin’ thing. The starboard hanchor 
is quite sufficient, don’t you know, sir!” 

“Don’t worry! Don’t worry!” reiterated the mate. “T’ll 
take all the blame. This is just the anchor for mud and clay.” 

“Very good, sir! Hit’s quite satisfactory with me so long 
as you take the blame. You Hamericans ’ave queer patents, 
don’t you know! Every year you ’ave somethin’ different 
and quite puzzling t’ understand,” said the pilot, shrugging 
his shoulders and shaking his head as he walked aft, not yet 
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quite satisfied. At six bells he threw her into the wind and 
as we lost headway he gave the order, 

“Tet go your hanchor.” 

“Let go the anchor, sir!” replied the mate, as he knocked 
the catch of the ring-stopper loose with a top maul, and with 
a splash our anchor dropped amid a clamor of chain flying 
over the windlass below that shook the ship from stem to 
stern; gradually growing fainter as the cable ran out until 
all was still after 117 days of unrest, 115 of which we were 
out of sight of land. Notwithstanding old Kruse’s prognosti- 
cation that we would never reach Melbourne, we were there 
to watch the twinkling of lights ashore, off Williamstown 
to the westward, with Sandridge to the northeast. They 
sparkled like diamonds as we furled the sails and cleared up 
the decks for the night and were good to look at, for we all 
longed for a chance to get ashore. It was my first foreign 
shore and I looked forward with pleasure for an opportunity 
to stretch my legs for a walk on solid ground. 

Turning in for the night I could hear the wind whistle 
through the rigging and the patter of rain on the house 
above. Rolling my blanket high above my ears, to shut out 
the sound, I smiled and hugged my pillow with a satisfying 
feeling and could not help shouting: “Blow, damn you, 
blow! It’s my time now. I’ve got all night in and you’ll have 
to blow harder than this to get me out of this dry bunk.” I 
slept a contented sleep until called at 5.30 a.m., when we 
hove in thirty fathoms of slack chain, in a drizzling rain, the 
wind having abated. 

Dave called my attention to the old English convict ship 
Success, about a thousand yards away, which was being used 
at that time as a reformatory ship. Anchored fore and aft, 
a row of piling was driven around her, some fifty yards 
away, not unlike the piling of a ferry slip. Near the top of 
the piling was a walk for the guards or sentinels, who paced 
back and forth with loaded rifles. They were there to shoot 
should any break for liberty be attempted aboard the ship. 

This ship afterwards came to America, having sailed from 
Glasson Dock, near Lancaster, England, in 1912, to Boston, 
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without any consort, an unheard-of achievement for a ship 
one hundred and twenty years old. 

The Success was built in 1790, at Moulmein, of Burmese 
teak (as well as her spars) and her original mainmast was 
still standing. Her length was 135 feet, beam 30 feet and 
her midship timbers, 2 feet 6 inches thick, with keelsons in 
proportion; tonnage 1,100. She was built for the East India 
trade but, unlike the China clippers of the ’60’s, had a very 
bluff bow with a figurehead of the Queen Elizabeth type, 
running far out under the bowsprit, which was raised to an 
angle of almost 45 degrees. The high poop and square stern 
carried the usual stereotyped gilded scroll of that day, while 
her quarter galleries were docorated with elaborate carving. 

In 1802 she was chartered by the English Government to 
transport convicts from England to Australia, making many 
a voyage with untold hardships. Her three decks were fitted 
with staterooms and cells, and with a domineering overseer 
the life aboard this ship was anything but pleasant. In 1851 
she was permanently stationed at Melbourne as a receiving 
prison. Here, for six years, the prisoners were subjected to 
unheard-of cruelties, knowledge of which finally leaked out, 
when it was decided to abandon the hulk system and use her 
as a reformatory ship. This was done some time after and 
she was used until the order was given that all prison ships 
were to be broken up and sold for junk. Through an over- 
sight this condition didn’t appear on the contract of the Suc- 
cess and she escaped destruction. 

In 1885 she sank in Sydney harbor, remaining at the bot- 
tom, off Fort Jackson, for five years, when she was raised 
and fitted out as an exhibition ship. All the antique prison 
implements of torture that could be obtained were gathered, 
together with ancient guns, pistols, swords and anything of 
interest connected with early prison life, as well as charts 
and ancient documents. In the lower hold life-size wax fig- 
ures of bushrangers and noted criminals were placed in the 
different cells, making the exhibition well worth seeing. 

After exhibiting the Success in every port in Australia, 
Tasmania and New Zealand, she sailed for England and was 
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on exhibition until 1912, when she came to America. After 
a short stay at Atlantic ports, she was brought through the 
Panama Canal to San Francisco, for the Panama Pacific Ex- 
position of 1915, and later went to Portland and Seattle. 
She then went east, through the Panama Canal, finally 
bringing up in the Great Lakes. 

No other vessel can boast of such a career and it is to be 
regretted that public interest couldn’t have been aroused to 
save from the “bone yard” some of the old clipper ships 
built by the peerless Donald McKay and keep them afloat 
as a monument to his memory. The Glory of the Seas, built 
in 1869, was the last ship afloat of his great work. She was 
dismantled and used as a barge between Seattle and Ketchi- 
kan, Alaska, for several years, when it was finally decided to 
burn her for junk. A movement was started to tow her to 
Boston and preserve her, but the cost of towing around was 
more than could be raised at that time and the project was 
abandoned. She was hauled ashore at Endolyne, Seattle, and 
burned May 14, 1923. 

The steamer Resolute, of Melbourne, came alongside as 
we were finishing breakfast and we were called to heave up 
anchor. Dave, who had been telling me of the different 
places of amusement in Melbourne, was quite jubilant at the 
thought of once more getting ashore and as we turned to said 
that he would take pleasure in showing me the sights as soon 
after supper as we could get ashore. 

Shipping the windlass brakes, he could hardly wait for the 
order to “Heave away,” before he started the home chantey 
that he had prepared and taught the other members of the 
crew the day before. His voice could not be compared with 
Jerry’s, but he was a good chanteyman, outside of a decided 
nasal twang; he also had the happy faculty of making up 
rhymes to fit the occasion as he chanteyed, which was im- 
mensely enjoyed by all. With the order “Heave away,” he 
broke out as follows: 
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SoutH AUSTRALIA 
Moderato 
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South Aus - tra- lia is my na-tive land. Heave a - way! 


Heave a - way! Moun -tains rich in quartz and sand. 
Cuorus 


I am bound for South Aus-tra - lia. Heave a-way! Heave a - way! 


a > ste 


—— = 


= 
Heave a -way,you Rul-er King,I am bound for South Aus-tra - lia. 


Gold and wool, brings ships to our shore, 
And our coal will load many more. 


Here’s a packet anchored off the pier, 
There’s a bar ashore with foaming beer. 


Heave! Oh heave! and we’ll all go ashore, 
Where we will drink with girls galore. 


Glasses filled, we’ll touch with a clink, 
Heave! bullies, heave! the girls want a drink. 


I see Julia, standing on the quay, 
With a dame for you and me. 


At the head of Sandridge Railroad pier, 
Straight to Mother Shilling’s we’ll steer. 


Julia slings the sheoak at the bar 


And welcomes sailors from afar. 


In the dance hall there you'll pick your girl 
With golden hair and teeth of pearl. 
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She will drink you blind while at the bar, 
And call you, “Dear, my own Jack Tar.” 


She’ll waltz you round in a dizzy dance, 
While you’re half drunk and in a trance. 


Then we’ll drink to Mother Shilling’s name, 
And drink again to the lovely dame. 


In the arms of girls we’ll dance and sing, 
For sheoak will be Ruler King. 


Drunk! For sheoak’s gone to our head, 
The girls can put us all to bed. 


Sheoak is the name of a high-proof, keg beer made in 
southern Australia. A few drinks is generally sufficient to 
“put a man under the table.” 

Chanteying in the cable, we soon had the mud-hook off 
the bottom, when we were towed up to Old Pier, Sandridge, 
and dropped anchor again awaiting a berth at the dock. The 
Resolute took the captain ashore immediately after. 

The next morning the Resolute again made her appear- 
ance at six o’clock and we were called to man the windlass, 
heaving in forty fathoms of chain and chanteying “South 
Australia,” which the men seemed to enjoy singing. Dave, 
who had made a voyage from Melbourne, in the clipper ship 
Thermopylae, to Woosung, where she loaded tea for Eng- 
land and left Woosung, July 15, 1874, arriving at Deal, 
October 27, making 104 days between ports, said they never 
hove up anchor without singing this song. She was a very 
fast ship and Captain Kemball hung on to the last before 
shortening sail. She was a brute and Dave left her, paying 
his way to Boston and finally shipping for home in the 
Akbar. 

Upon arriving at the dock we made her fast, fore and aft, 
and got our sheoak nets under the gangplanks. It was ten 
o’clock before we got our breakfast. The usual work of get- 
ting ready for the stevedores kept us busy until three o’clock, 
when we knocked off work for the day. 
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CHAPTER X 
MOTHER SHILLING’S DANCE HALL 


RUE to his word Dave hurried me ashore soon after 

supper to show me the sights and get ahead of the 
others. While walking up the dock everything looked bright 
overhead, because there were no heavy yards and hemp rig- 
ging above, but I began to stumble and Dave shook me 
saying: 

“You stagger like a drunk! Come out of it! If we’re going 
to see the sights you’d better ’urry.” 

At the head of the dock he pointed to a sign, at the left, 
on which read, MorHer SHILino’s Inn, and over the door 
at the corner, Bar. “Let’s go across and get a drink,” said he, 
and I followed. Going into the saloon I found it was none 
too well kept and decidedly dirty. A high, wooden bar ex- 
tended across the room, with an “L” at the end, behind 
which were no mirror or glasses to be seen, while in front of 
the bar there was no furniture except two wooden benches in 
a corner. Sawdust was sprinkled over the floor, where one 
could spit tobacco juice at will. A couple of half-drunken 
sailors sprawled over one of the benches immediately got up 
and staggered to the bar as we approached. 

“>Flloa, shipmates!” said one of them. “I shay! Going 
Easetrem up?” 

“Wot?ll you ’ave, gents?” broke in the bartender, coming 
forward. 

“Give me a Tasmanian cocktail,” said Dave, with a smile. 
At this, the bartender looked at him and exclaimed: “For the 
love of God! Dave Price!” Ware in th’ bloody hell did ye’s 
come from? Shake, old pard, shake! I ain’t seen ye’s since 
ye’s shipped in the Thermopylae, for Sydney, over a year 
ago.” 

ene began giving an account of himself and his voyage 
to England, but was interrupted from time to time by the 
drunks who kept up an incessant conversation while they 
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lounged over the bar, unable to stand alone, and calling: “Hi 
shay, shipmate! What’d’-ye-shay youre going’ t’ ’ave? 
When-d?-we git that drink,” etc. Finally Dave could stand 
it no longer and throwing a shilling down on the bar, he 
impatiently said: 

“For God’s sake! Give these fellows a sheoak and stop 
their bloody gab!” 

The drinks coming forward, Dave asked: “How’s Mother 
Shilling? Is Julia with her yet?” 

“Oh-I,” he replied. “Wait till I call her,” and going to 
the door opening into the dance hall, he called: “Come ’ere 
Mother! Guess who’s ’ere!” 

A portly, middle-aged woman made her appearance fol- 
lowed by a slender, light-haired girl. Both stood in the door- 
way for a moment when the elder exclaimed, “Well, if it 
isn’t Dave Price!” while the younger rushed past her into 
Dave’s arms, who hugged and kissed her repeatedly, saying: 
~ “Julia, my sweetheart! How glad I am t’ see you! How 
’ave you been all th’ time I’ve been away,” etc. 

Both women seemed truly glad to see him and after I was 
introduced Mother Shilling invited us both inside. Going 
through the door we were ushered into the dance hall where 
several sailors with their girls were drinking beer at different 
tables. Drawing up chairs for four, at one of the tables in the 
corner, she bade us be seated and immediately left for a 
bottle of wine. Dave and Julia kept up a lively conversation 
while I surveyed surroundings. 

At our end of the hall there was an old square piano, 
badly scratched and showing stains of beer over the corners. 
The legs looked as though they had never been dusted. The 
chairs and tables were not much better, but the floor, about 
15 x 50 feet, was waxed for dancing and was very good. 
Mother Shilling was not absent long, and opening the bottle 
poured us each a glass of sherry. 

As we sat there sipping the wine she asked if this was my 
first voyage to a foreign country and upon learning that we 
had just come from the ship and that Dave was going to 
show me the sights in Melbourne, she said: 
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“Dave, you’re not going fer t? leave this place until you’ve 
’ad a dance with Julia; and Fred, Pll git you a nice girl an’ 
you might as well enjoy yourself ’ere. Yow’ll not find eny 
nicer girls up in the City than right ’ere. It won’t be long 
before th’ music starts. Wait ’ere a bit,” said she hurriedly, 
for fear we both would leave. 

In vain I protested, saying I didn’t dance, when Julia 
came to her assistance, saying: “Oh, you’re not thinking o’ 
leaving us this early, are you? Go get Kitty, Mother. She’d 
be tickled t’ death t’ learn you t’ dance, Fred, an’ besides, 
she’s a pretty girl. I know you’ll like her,” and taking hold 
of both my hands she pulled me back into the chair from 
which I had risen and deliberately sat in my lap, so I was 
forced to stay while Dave looked on and laughed at my 
discomfiture. 

Mother Shilling was not long in bringing Kitty back with 
her. She was a wiry, little English dame, with black hair and 
blue eyes, and as plump as a chicken. Julia was right in say- 
ing she was a pretty girl. She was more. She was handsome. 
Coming to the table she saw that we had emptied the bottle 
of sherry and remarked: 

“T s’y, Julia! Mother Shilling told me that you wanted to 
see me. Did you want I should ’elp drink the sherry? Really, 
you know, I much prefer sheoak.” 

This was a laugh on us. After that Dave and I were intro- 
duced and I, of course, ordered sheoak for the crowd. 

Taking a chair next to me, she looked me “full and by” 
in the face, for I was a bashful lad; yet I couldn’t keep my 
eyes away from her as I answered her many questions about 
the voyage to Melbourne in which she seemed much inter- 
ested. Sitting where she showed up to best advantage, she 
soon won me over and I was not anxious to leave at all; in 
fact, I rather enjoyed being in her company. But Mother 
Shilling was. very anxious to have Kitty teach me to dance 
and on learning that I was a novice, she took both my hands 
and in her winning way urged me to permit her to show me. 

Her touch was magnetic and holding her small, plump 
hands in my horny, calloused flippers, I never held a main 
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brace with a firmer grip; in fact, I wanted to bowse away and 
take a turn and belay. She smiled as I squeezed her hands 
and with a nod of her head towards the floor (for she 
couldn’t point with her hands), her gentle pleadings found 
me a willing lad. ; 

“Really, yowll find the flawh not hawful bad,” said she, 
tugging away till at last she succeeded, and bidding me put 
my arm around her she proceeded to show me the waltz step. 

Counting one-two-three, first forward, then backward, 
with a bend of the knee, etc., I was surprised to find how 
easy I was getting along. Then, at the turn, this little dame 
threw herself into my arms—“head on.” Another squeeze 
and my feet got mixed up with hers and we started all over 
again. Under her guidance with a whirl first to starboard 
and then to port—never complaining when I occasionally 
hit her foot as I misstayed, coming into the wind, she com- 
plimented me at almost every whirl. 

It is surprising how hard one works when trying to learn 
and although I was loath to release my hold around her 
waist, a sense of politeness told me it was time to give her a 
rest for we both were perspiring freely. Taking her hand, 
which she permitted me to hold, I led her back to the table 
where Dave and Julia both complimented me at my showing. 

Whether it was the beer or my confidence in Kitty’s teach- 
ing, I was so elated, as I stood wiping the perspiration from 
my forehead, that I felt obliged to order another round of 
sheoak. In fact, I was willing to buy anything and drawing 
my chair close to Kitty, I noticed that Julia was sitting on 
Dave’s lap. I saw no reason why Kitty shouldn’t do the same 
with me and putting my arm around her she offered no 
resistance and so we sat sipping beer, while every remark 
seemed awfully humorous. I had forgotten all about Dave’s 
showing me the sights in Melbourne, as he promised, and 
was content to remain in Kitty’s company, for she was such a 
charming girl. Then the music started to play and Dave and 
Julia got up to dance. Looking around I was surprised to see 
the small hall filled with couples that were there unnoticed 
by me before, all of whom were in an extremely happy 
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frame of mind. Then Kitty got up and asked me to dance 
with her, but I said that I was afraid of stepping on some- 
one’s toes in the crowded hall. 

“Bally rot!” she cried. “You do quoit well and not hawlf 
bad. Really, Fred, you dawnce better now than some.” 

I had had just enough sheoak to make me think she really 
meant it and finishing what was left in my glass we got out 
on the floor. With my arm around her again I held her 
tightly while she steered me through the crowd in time to 
the music, which consisted of a violin and piano. The piano 
was badly out of tune and the violinist played anything but 
well, but while holding Kitty in my arms any music was 
heavenly. The dance was entirely too short, but as Dave and 
Julia went back to the table, I asked if we shouldn’t do the 
same. 

“That’s quoit in horder,” said she. Now, there was noth- 
ing in her reply that should make me think it was the fun- 
niest thing she had yet said, but I laughed till the tears ran 
down my cheeks. “Quite in order,” I kept saying, as we 
reached the table and then Dave said, 

“T think we’d better ’ave another, eh, Fred?” 

“Quite in order!” I replied, at which we all laughed and 
laughed again. The glasses filled, we talked and laughed till 
the music started again. 

“Come on, Fred!” said Kitty, and she didn’t have a 
chance to ask a second time, for I was now sure that I could 
dance as well as anyone in the room. 

“Quite in order, Kitty, dear!” said I, arising from the 
table. My eyes were riveted on the girl standing before me, 
her large blue eyes sparkling with mirth at my reply and her 
rosy lips half parted, displaying a set of pearly white teeth 
that I had not particularly noticed before. All at once it 
dawned on me that she was very beautiful and impulsively 
I tried to kiss her. But she turned her head, saying: 

“No! no, Fred! It cawn’t be done ’ere!” pushing me 
away. 

This rather nettled me and for a moment I stood non- 
plused. Was it possible that this girl was purer than the rest 
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of the dance hall girls here? I mused, looking searchingly 
into her beautiful eyes. She evidently guessed what was run- 
ning through my brain for she stood erect with her head 
proudly thrown back displaying her snowy white neck, with 
her bosom rising and falling like waves of the ocean. A beau- 
tiful smile graced her lovely face and her eyes danced mer- 
rily at my predicament. 

“Kitty, dear! You’ve got me coming and going! Why is it 
that a beautiful woman like you is in such company?” I 
asked. 

““Aow! daon’t bring up the pawst, please! Come on, let’s 
dawnce!” said she impatiently and not wishing to press the 
matter further we got under way once more. By this time my 
head was whirling faster than my feet and consequently I 
held her tighter than I had previously done. 

“Are you afryed of losing me?” she asked, laughingly 
looking into my eyes and I couldn’t resist the desire to make 
a clove hitch around her waist, with my two arms, right 
there, when she gave a little scream and we bumped into a 
couple. 

“T sy! Square th’ main yard, me ’earty, an’ give ’er a good 
full!” the sailor laughingly said. 

“Quite in order! A good full you have it!” I replied, 
wearing ship only to run foul of another couple. 

Now this couple I had noticed before and the man, in- 
stead of being a sailor, was a white-faced, long-drawn-out 
pimp belonging to the house. He and Mrs. Shilling had 
occupied a table next to ours and I found out afterwards 
that he was very sweet on Kitty. 

“See ’ere, me joskin! Wot in ’ell are you trying t’ do? 
If I was you, I’d git t’ ell out’n ’ere an’ learn t? dawnce 
before you knock somebody’s ribs in. Take my advice and 
skin out before somebody lands on you.” 

“Aoh, Pete! Restryne your tongue!” exclaimed Kitty. 
“Cawn’t you overlook a jolly little matter like this? ’E 
didn’t do it on purpose.” 

“The ell ’e didn’t!” said he. “Wot business is it 0” yours 
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anyway? You must like t? dawnce with a drunken bloke like 
71m with 7is two harms around you.” 

Kitty’s soft blue eyes changed in an instant to a cold steel 
gray, while a scowl came over her face and her eyelashes 
fairly snapped with rage as she bit her lips in restraint. Al- 
though a little woozy myself, I could see that she was trying 
to curb her tongue and I had sense enough to know that she 
was being insulted by a man who said I was drunk. I was not 
drunk, I reasoned, and being in company with a lady, I 
resented his slurring remarks. My first impulse was to knock 
him down, but as Kitty stood biting her lips in silence, I was 
too polite to make a disturbance in the hall before everyone, 
so answered quietly: 

“See here, my man! Youre entirely out of order. Isn’t he 
Kitty?” turning to her sympathetically. 

““Hindeed ’e his,” said she. 

“And you are no gentleman or you wouldn’t address a 
perfectly respectable lady in this manner and as long as she 
is in my company I won’t permit you to insult her,” I added. 
It didn’t dawn on me that I was among the toughest set of 
men and women that could be found on the water front. I 
was having such a pleasant time and the crowd seemed so 
happy, laughing and singing as they danced around the hall, 
that I saw nothing of the half-drunken sailors about me. But 
it was far from a church sociable, for when I said I wouldn’t 
permit him to insult her, he turned upon me, exclaiming, 

“That?ll do, you!” and before I was aware what he was up 
to he hit me on the point of the chin, which jarred my whole 
head. This brought me quickly to my senses, or lack of sense, 
for in an instant I lost all politeness and saw neither sailors 
nor girls. The only thing vivid was the white face of the man 
before me who stood with a determined look and clinched 
fists ready to give me another blow. Not waiting for him to 
advance I jumped in front of him and at the same time dealt 
him an uppercut under the chin, with all my force, that 
doubled him up like a jackknife and completely knocked him 
off his feet. A moment before I was as docile as a lamb, but 
now I had all the furor of a wild beast within me and as soon ° 
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as he was on his feet I struck him over the ear, which com- 
pletely knocked him out. Rushing in and standing over him, 
I shouted, 

“Get up, damn you, and take what’s coming to you!” 

The crowd rushed in with cries of “Take him out! He’s 
killed! Call the police!” etc. Mother Shilling then appeared 
on the scene, crying: 

“By’s! By’s! For God’s sakes be quiet! Youll have the 
cops down upon us an’ bag us all! I cawn’t afford t’ lose me 
license! Dave! Dave!” she called. “Tyke yer friend aout th’ 
back door quick! The cops’ll be ’ere awny minute!” 

With everything in confusion, the girls screaming and the 
crowd surging back and forth, eager to get a look at Pete, 
who was being dragged to an open place where he could get 
air, a couple of sailors took me by the arms to rush me away 
against my will, for I didn’t remember doing anything I 
was ashamed of. 

With cries of “Keep quiet,” etc., and with a dizzy brain, 
I was forcibly pushed through the back door just as I heard 
Mother Shilling say: 

“Aoh! My God! ’ere they come! Get ?im aout quick!” 

The door was shut in my face as I tried to get back. 
Everything was as dark as a pocket but the fresh air was a 
stimulant which acted quickly on my befuddled brain. 
“Come this way, Fred,” I heard Dave say. “We’ll get as far 
away as we can.” 

Then he walked me from one street to another, telling of 
incidents in the dance hall that I didn’t remember. How I 
fell asleep and was carried upstairs to bed, all of which I 
denied happening, for I knew I had remained downstairs all 
the time; besides, the evening was yet young. 

“Young, be damned!” said he. “What time do you think 
it is?” and he pointed to a clock that showed 2.30 a.m. 

“Holy smoke! Is it that late?” I inquired. “Let’s go back 
to the ship.” 

Dave was only too willing, for we were quite a distance 
from the dock and I had no idea in which direction it was. 
At length we brought up at the dock, when Dave proposed 
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having another drink, but the mere thought of it nauseated 
me and I declined with thanks. He then went to Mother 
Shilling’s and I to the ship, where I passed over the sheoak 
net in safety; and that was how I saw the sights of Mel- 
bourne on my first night ashore. 

Filled with remorse I was no exception to the rule, “the 
day after the night before,” when I was called in the morn- 
ing. With an aching head, while on my way to the galley for 
the accustomed pot of coffee, before turning to, I stopped at 
the water-cask with an insatiable desire to drink it dry and 
appease my thirst; but the dark-brown taste was there and 
nothing tasted right. The coffee had lost its flavor and the 
sea-biscuits stuck in my throat and were hard to swallow. The 
watch was called entirely too soon to suit me—in fact, noth- 
ing was right at all and I shuffled out of the room hating 
myself and everyone else. 

With the call of the watch, the mate could only round up 
Hans, Andy and Jim Dunn. All the other members of the 
crew had made a pier-head jump during the night. Alonzo, 
who was acting as both cook and steward, didn’t count in the 
watch. Both Jim and Hans showed a night of dissipation 
ashore, for their eyes shone like a couple of burnt holes in a 
blanket; but the mate kept us washing down decks until 
breakfast time, which we did in silence and our only recog- 
nition of each other was a sickly smile occasionally as we 
passed. The mate must have been ashore also for he was 
finding fault and cursing a blue streak all the time for fear 
we wouldn’t get through before the stevedores came. I was 
glad when we were finally knocked off for breakfast and I 
was left to myself. It was then that the stevedores opened 
the hatches and started to break out cargo. 

The second mate and cook were still very sick and after 
dinner were taken to the hospital. Alonzo went along with 
them, ostensibly to carry their valises, but in reality to look 
for work in his line of trade. He came back in time for sup- 
per, very jubilant, saying that two engraving establishments 
were looking for a man and he was advised to stand by ready 
for a call. He was resolved to quit the sea and said he would 
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never leave Melbourne in the Akbar, and was ready to be- 
come an Australian right then, for he was much impressed 
with the looks of the city, standing on its seven hills, with 
wide streets intersecting each other at right angles. He told 
of the running water from the mountains, flowing down the 
gutters on each side of the principal streets, carrying off all 
refuse; with wooden approaches or bridges over the gutters 
for pedestrians and on every other corner a comfort station. 
The massive stone buildings compared with anything in Bos- 
ton. He was loaded down with a lot of literature on Mel- 
bourne which was very interesting reading for us and we 
planned on going to the parks and public gardens the follow- 
ing Sunday. 

That evening we both went ashore with Hans. Kitty was 
standing at the head of the dock and greeted us smilingly. 
Hans proposed going to Mother Shilling’s for a drink of 
sheoak and Kitty joined the crowd. She begged Alonzo and 
me to stay and have a dance, but we excused ourselves, much 
to her disappointment, as we were on our way to the city. I 
offered to take her with us, but she said she couldn’t get 
away. 

The tram cars were a novelty with their first-, second- and 
third-class passengers. We bought a second-class ticket and 
were locked in like criminals, the door being on the side with 
a running board beneath where the conductor took our ticket. 
The car made me think of a fo’c’sle with a table in the center 
and a bench on each side running athwartships. 

On reaching Melbourne the door of our car was unlocked 
and we were permitted to get out. I found Melbourne all 
that Alonzo said it was and we walked up and down the 
streets until tired out, taking the last tram back to Sandridge. 

Andy, the night watchman, had quite a yarn to spin the 
next morning, about old Tom, the cat, having a fight with a 
large wharf rat he had tackled but was unable to hold. They 
fought for nearly half an hour, when the rat caught Tom 
by the fore foot, holding on like a bulldog, while Tom 
scratched and cried with pain. After getting away from the 
rat he gave it up and ran into the cabin. Andy showed us the 
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rat which he had killed with a belaying-pin after Tom re- 
treated. It was nearly as large as Tom; in fact, I never saw 
a larger one. 

On Saturday the cook came back from the hospital saying 
the only reason he left was that he was being starved to 
death and wanted to get back where he could get enough to 
eat. The next day Alonzo and I went up to the hospital to 
see Mr. Sanborn, taking with us for luncheon a few sea- 
biscuits. The first question he asked was, “Did you fellows 
bring anything to eat?” 

We showed him our luncheon and he exclaimed, “For 
God’s sake let me have them quick!” His action spoke louder 
than words, and made us think that they were trying to 
starve their patients. He said it was the first thing he had 
eaten except gruel, since he came there. His headache was 
nearly gone and he said he would be back aboard the ship in 
a few days. When we left him I asked him if there was any- 
thing he wanted that I could get him and he said: “No! But 
don’t come back without bringing me some grub.” 

We then toured the city and after spending a delightful 
day in the parks we walked about the streets until late at 
night and returned to Sandridge about midnight. When we 
reached Mother Shilling’s we saw an excited crowd in front 
of the saloon. The police wagon was just leaving and we 
learned that a drunken sailor had stabbed another, three 
times in the side, and both were being taken to the lockup. 
No one was permitted to enter the saloon and curiosity get- 
ting the best of us we remained with the mob outside. Pres- 
ently I saw Dave near the entrance and elbowed my way to 
his side. He said it was Hans. That he had stayed at the 
saloon ever since we left, drinking sheoak with Kitty, and 
when a couple of English sailors came in half-seas-over and 
insulted Kitty, Hans got into a fight in which he got the 
worst of the argument, for he was knocked down with a 
chair. When he got on his feet he opened his jackknife, 
before anyone could stop him, and with the clutch of a 
giant he grasped the other sailor by the throat and stabbed 
him in the side and shoulder before they could be separated. 
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The wound was painful, but not serious. He was tried the 
following Wednesday and sentenced to three months’ hard 
work. . 

The American ship Samar arrived from Boston on Mon- 
day, April 10, 1876, in the remarkably short time of eighty- 
four days (seventy-five days from land to land), which was 
a record. She was the new ship that pulled into Lewis Wharf 
the day we left Boston. The Mystic Bell was lying at Long 
Pier, so there were three American ships in port. She had 
loaded ahead of us, at Lewis Wharf, but was a cranky ship 
and nearly capsized while off King Island and so was under- 
going extensive repairs. The three American flags looked 
mighty good. The Samar, instead of coming to an anchor as 
we did, immediately docked on the other side of the wharf 
from us. Her bright spars and yards, together with her new 
rigging, stood out in bold relief and she certainly was good 
to look at. 

Alonzo received word that morning to report for work at 
the engraving establishment. The captain gave his consent 
and he left the ship a mighty tickled boy. The captain told 
him he could work in Melbourne during the day, but if he 
cared to sleep aboard the ship he could do so; so while we 
were in port he got his dinner and breakfast aboard the ship. 

Although short-handed, the mate, Jim, Andy and I, sent 
down the mizzen topgallant mast. The cap at the topmast- 
head was split (our caps were of the old wooden type with 
an iron band around them), being season-cracked, and had 
to be condemned and a new one made ashore. 

Good Friday came on April 14 and was a general holiday 
for all vessels. Early in the morning Andy told us that old 
Tom’s foot was so bad from the bite of the wharf rat that 
he went into a fit at five o’clock and after running about the 
deck spasmodically, finally jumped over the side and headed 
for Williamstown. He probably drowned. The boys from 
the Samar came aboard in the morning. There were two ordi- 
nary seamen and two boys. One of the boys came from Fal- 
mouth and the other from Salem, Massachusetts, and they 
seemed to be above the ordinary. I am ashamed to say I have 
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forgotten their names. As it was a holiday we all decided to 
go up to Melbourne and make a gala day of it, and accord- 
ingly went to the station and bought our second-class tickets. 

As the time for leaving approached so large a crowd 
gathered that it became necessary to provide extra coaches. 
Dan, an ordinary seaman from the Samar, was full of life 
and sailor-like was the first to take the lead. He suggested 
that when the train backed in on the switch, we make a run 
ahead of the crowd and jump on where we could secure 
seats by being first in the coaches. This we did and swinging 
onto the running board were soon comfortably stowed away 
in a compartment by ourselves, with congratulations that it 
was done so easy. The crowd rushed to the train, but occu- 
pied other coaches ahead of us and strange to say seemed to 
overlook the coach we were in, so that we commented how 
simple they were in rushing madly at other coaches when 
there was so much room in ours. Finally, the conductor ar- 
rived at our compartment and asked for the tickets, which 
were handed to him in a bunch. One look was sufficient. 

“Fleigh there, me boys!” he shouted. “Wot in hell are 
you doin’ in this tram? Your tickets are all second clauss! 
Tumble out immediately. Where have you been that you 
cannot read a number so beastly clear on your tickets? Come 
now, get a move on yourselves! You caun’t ride in a first- 
clauss tram on a second-clauss ticket, you knaow! Take the 
tram car ahead, for you haven’t much time before we start.” 

“What’s the bloody difference?” asked Dan. “If we get 
out there’ll be no one left in this compartment,” said he, try- 
ing to argue with the conductor. 

“Bli me eyes! You caunt ride in this tram, don’t you 
knaow! It’s first clauss!” said he. 

“First class, be damned!” said Dan. “Why, you haven’t 
got a plush seat in the coach. You ought to see our coaches 
in America.” 

“Yow’re not in America now. Neither can you ride in this 
tram and I’d advise you to hurry before the train starts or 
you'll get left,” said he, excitedly. 

We all tumbled out and ran to the coach ahead, but every- 
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thing was filled to overflowing as we passed coach after 
coach. The head brakeman shouted, “All a-b-o-a-r-d!” and 
the bell began to ring on the engine and as there was no time 
to hunt further we bolted into the door of a third-class car 
where we were locked up like sheep and had to stand all the 
way to Melbourne. But we all enjoyed the fun of the thing, 
however, and laughed heartily at the peculiar ways of Aus- 
tralia. Arriving at the city we went immediately to the parks 
and showed the kangaroos and other animals to our new- 
found friends. 

Dan was a comical genius and at dinner, in a café, he had 
the waitress so puzzled that she couldn’t wait on us. Pretend- 
ing that he couldn’t read he asked her if she wouldn’t read 
the menu. 

“We have soup—consommé, barley and oxtail,” said she. 

“Oxtail!” said Dan, with a sober face. “What kind of 
soup is that? I never heard of oxtail soup in America. What 
kind of soup—what does it look like?” 

“Oh, it’s very nice! All cut up in small pieces and quite 
all right,” she replied. 

“Small pieces!” said Dan, in bewilderment. “Has it got 
the hair on it? Ough! I don’t want any,” said he, shrugging 
his shoulders as if disgusted. This was too much for us and 
we all burst out in laughter while the poor girl squared away 
for the back door in a hurry, trying to contain herself, for 
she then knew she was being kidded. Another girl had to 
come to her rescue, to take our order. Dan kept all hands in 
an uproar, all through the dinner, with his funny remarks 
and was the life of the party until we returned to the ship. 

The second mate reported for duty on Saturday. Like the 
cook, he said he left the hospital in order to get something 
to eat. 

Going ashore that evening, with the boys from the Samar, 
a runner from the Sailor’s Mission met us at the head of the 
dock and said there would be a nice entertainment at the 
Mission, contributed by the sailors from the different ships 
in port, and invited us all to attend. We promised to be there 
by the time it started. At the appointed hour we appeared 
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and were ushered to the second seat in front. An English 
apprentice opened the entertainment by trying to play the 
“Maiden’s Prayer,” on the organ. He made bad weather of 
it and finally stopped in the middle of the piece. Shaking his 
head he remarked that his fingers were “too bloody stiff,” 
but he would try it again. He got no further the second time. 
Scratching his head in a bewildered way, he said: 

“T caun’t quite make it, you knaow! Before we left Liver- 
pool I played it quite all right.” This brought laughter from 
the house, which ended with someone shouting, “Three 
cheers for Old England!” which were given in a rousing 
manner. 

The entertainment consisted of songs, instrumental pieces, 
recitations and temperance speeches, winding up by passing 
around a Total Abstinence Pledge which our crew all signed. 
Alas! The next night, I am sorry to say, all hands were 
drunk except Falmouth and myself. The runner from the 
Mission evidently knew of it for he was always watching for 
us at the head of the dock, night after night, beseeching us 
not to get lu’arded into Mother Shilling’s saloon as we went 
ashore. 

The next Saturday night we all went ashore as usual and 
the Mission runner soon hove in sight and invited us to 
attend another entertainment. We all agreed to go with him, 
but on the way, Dan saw some meat pies, in the window of a 
bakeshop, that took his eye. 

“Come on, boys!” said he. “I?lI stand treat.” 

The runner begged to be excused, but Dan took him by 
the lapel of his coat and looking him full in the face, said: 

“See here, my friend! I agreed to go to your temperance 
meeting and have invited you to come with us into this café. 
Are you ashamed to be seen in our company? If so, we’ll cut 
you and your Mission right here.” 

“But really, you knaow! ve just been to supper and 
caunt eat a beastly mouthful,” said he. 

“Well!” said Dan. “A little meat pie won’t hurt you. 
Come on in!” And taking him by the hand he was pulled 
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into the bakeshop, much against his will, and up to the coun- 
ter where Dan ordered pies for us all. 

I bit into mine, but the lard seemed rancid and the mutton 
smelled none too fresh so I looked at the others to see how 
they were getting along. The runner stood holding the pie 
in his hand, untouched, as Dan turned, evidently intending 
to question their freshness, but when he saw the chap holding 
the pie daintily between his thumb and forefinger, he said: 

“‘What’s the matter? Can’t you eat it?” 

“Oh, it’s very nice you knaow! But, really, I’m not hun- 

” 

“Tf it’s nice, then eat it,” commanded Dan. “You have 
come into this bakeshop with us Americans, at my request, 
and we’ll feel insulted if you refuse. Won’t we shipmates?” 

We all saw the spirit of Dan’s remarks and together we 
explained that it would never do for him to refuse to eat 
after having been invited, or he would incur the displeasure 
of us all, which would end with the result that we would all 
go to Mother Shilling’s for the night, instead of to the 
Mission. 

He stood like a frightened child, halting between two 
opinions, and finally decided to try it and took quite a big 
bite. We surrounded him watching his every move. He tried 
to chew it, but made a sorry attempt. Dan saw his predica- 
ment and slapped him energetically on the back, exclaiming: 

“T knew you wouldn’t disappoint us! Good man! Take 
another bite and show us your good will.” 

He stood with his mouth full, but the slap on his back 
caused him to swallow more than he intended, with the re- 
sult that he was half choked; coughing and spitting into his 
handkerchief what was left in his mouth. I’m afraid we were 
none too polite while watching him. 

“Good, isn’t it?” said Dan.: 

“Y-e-s-s. But really, you knaow, I ate such a jolly good 
supper that I fear I’1] not be equal to it,” said he. 

“Do you mean to say these pies are no good?” questioned 
Dan. “Come on and take another bite. We won’t leave this 
place until you have eaten it all.” 
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At this we began to nibble at our pies while Dan talked to 
the stripling until he had eaten all of his. I had a cast-iron 
stomach, but I must admit my pie was too much for me and 
I threw what was left into the street. How the runner ever 
managed to keep it down was a mystery, but he showed no 
signs of weakening while on the way to the Mission. Dan 
walked beside him and every now and then gave him a sharp 
slap on the shoulders, nearly doubling him up, with exclama- 
tions that he was so glad to see him behave like one of us, 
etc 

On April 24, 1876, we finished unloading and began 
stowing cargo for Sydney and a week later we finished load- 
ing. The Custom House officers came aboard, as usual, at 
five o’clock and sealed our hatches for the last time. It had 
been their custom ever since the hatches were opened, to seal 
them up with red tape every evening, putting the govern- 
ment seal on the sealing wax, which was not used sparingly. 

One new sailor came aboard and the next day there were 
three more, all of whom shipped “by the run,” ze., were 
paid two pounds ten for the trip to Sydney. The steamer 
Hercules came alongside at one o’clock and an hour later 
the pilot came aboard and we immediately hauled into the 
stream and anchored for the night. The balance of the crew 
came off May 4 and a passenger came at midnight. Our 
clearance papers were received in the morning. 

On Saturday, the sixth, a fine breeze sprang up from the 
northwest and the pilot coming aboard we tripped our anchor 
and sailed past the Samar, which also lay in the stream. I 
jumped on top of the rail, by the main rigging, as we passed 
and waved my cap which was answered by someone; but 
before I could distinguish who it was the mate called out: 

“Get to hell down off of that rail and get busy! When we 
left dock the other day I thought you were getting ready for 
a pier-head jump, the way you were waving and throwing 
kisses at that dame Kitty? Do you expect to see her aboard 
the Samar? V’ll be damned if I see why you should wave to 
a mess of sailors! Oh, you make me sick! Go for’ard and get 
busy with the fish-tackle.” 
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He looked around to see if he could raise a smile from 
some of the men, but most of them were shaking off a head- 
ache from the last night ashore and were far from being in a 
happy frame of mind, consequently his bright remarks fell 
flat. 

With everything set except the main spencer, we steered 
a course for Port Phillip Heads and at seven o’clock passed 
Point Lonsdale, to the northwest, and Point Nepean, a bold 
sand spit, to the southeast, when the wind began to fail. At 
eight the pilot left us and soon after the passenger came on 
deck, for he had been keeping out of sight ever since he came 
on board. He was a man about fifty years of age with a light 
complexion and quite portly, and seemed delighted to be on 
deck, for he wore a broad smile. The captain addressed him 
as Mr. Butler, but whether that was his name or not, I never 
knew. There was a gentle laugh from both when the captain 
addressed him and, therefore, I was inclined to think there 
was some mystery about his being on board. The second mate 
was the only man aft I was chummy with, but he failed to 
give me any information. 

With the appearance of Mr. Butler on deck the crew in a 
body went aft, whereupon he beat a hasty retreat below and 
the captain went to the break of the poop to meet us. 

“What’s up! What do you men want aft here?” de- 
manded the captain. 

One of the men answering to the name of “Liverpool,” 
was spokesman for the crowd. 

“Cap’n,” said he, with head bared and cap in hand. 
“We’re hal blaasted nigh done hup. Caun’t you give us ha 
little wee bit hout ho’ the black jug, you knaow, just t’ start 
us hon the run hafresh? Most ho’ us ’avn’t ’ad ha bloody 
drink t’ day, hand Hi saoy, sir, we needs it badly, daon’t sher 
knaow, hand we’re ’ere to saoy, we’ll work the ship just loik 
we’d signed hon by th’ month he’f you'll oblige us wid ha 
wee drop.” 

“Umph! I suppose if I give you fellows a drink to-night, 
you'll all come aft to-morrow night and demand it,” replied 
the captain. 
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“So ’elp me God, sir! We honly want hit this wunst t? 
freshen us hup ha bit, sir,” said “Liverpool.” 

“If you'll promise not to come back again, Ill see what I 
can do for you,” replied the captain. 

“So ’elp me God, sir! We honly wants hit to-night, sir!” 
With this, the captain called, “Steward, bring up a bottle of 
gin!” 

“Thanks, sir!” said “Liverpool,” bowing most graciously, 
swinging his cap in front of him and at the same time giving 
a nervous shuffle with his feet on the deck with a rat-a-tat- 
tat, for he was more than pleased with the result of his re- 
quest in behalf of the men, and turning to us, smiling and 
winking in a “know it all” manner, he said, 

“Come up you Johnny Tars, hand splice th’ main brace!” 

The steward brought up the bottle and a whiskey glass 
and proceeded to pour a small portion for each, when 
“Liverpool” objected, saying: 

“My God, man! His this th’? smallest glauss hin th’ cabin? 
Caun’t you dig hup ha bigger one? This his honly a teaser, 
daon’t sher know!” 

“You ought to be bloody well pleased to get this much,” 
said the steward. 

“Then fill ’er hup full! Look hout! Daon’t spill eny hov 
th’ precious stuff, fer you knaow hit’s ’ard t’ get,” said 
“Liverpool.” 

With a shot to each of us, “Liverpool” came back for a 
second helping, but the steward had his number and refused 
to give him any more. During the argument that followed, 
Jim Dunn slipped around again and got a second drink fol- 
lowed by another member of the crew. Here, the steward 
got wise to the fact that if he stayed there much longer his 
bottle would be emptied, so pouring another glass he raised 
it above his head, saying: 

“Well! Here’s to you all, boys! Here’s hoping!” and 
with a smile he threw the contents into his throat and 
downed it in one gulp. Clearing his throat with a little cough 
and a shrug of his shoulders, his face clearly showing that 
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it burned all the way down, he turned to go into the cabin, 
when “Liverpool” caught him by the arm, saying: 

“Hi saoy, hold chap! Daon’t forget the bloody man hat 
th’ weel.” 

“Oh, to hell with him! He doesn’t need it,” said the stew- 
ard with a smile and walked into the cabin, much to our 
disgust. 

Now the steward liked his toddy as much as any of the 
crew and at heart was a fine fellow; so, leaving us guessing, 
he simply walked through the cabin and up the after com- 
panionway, where he was seen doling out a drink to the man 
at the wheel, after which he tossed off another for himself 
and the crew went forward in much better spirits. 

Sunday evening we were becalmed within a quarter of a 
mile from shore. There was a beautiful moonlight and three 
ships were in sight. A large English ship was so close we 
could distinctly hear the bells struck every half-hour and the 
lookout call, “Lights burning bright, and all is well, sir!” 

It was the first time I had ever heard it on a merchant 
ship, though I understood it was the custom on most of the 
flash packets. It was a mournful sound, just audible, coming 
over the water and the slatting of our sails against the mast 
and the creaking of the yards, with the drip of water from 
our bow as we arose on the ocean swell, had a spooky effect. 
The bracing of yards on the near-by ship, to catch every 
cat’s-paw of wind, and the minor key sing-out, by some 
member of the crew, all added to the picture of a hobgoblin 
rhapsody and I was glad when we at last caught a breeze that 
filled our sails and carried us on our way again. 

A crew shipped “by the run” were not supposed to do any 
work except what was necessary with the elements of the 
weather, such as bracing the yards, shortening and making 
eat washing down decks, etc., consequently our work was 
ight. 

On Sunday, May 14, we raised Port Jackson light and 
hove to for the night, about fourteen miles from shore. The 
pilot came aboard at eight o’clock the next morning and the 
steamer Mystery took our line soon after and we headed for 
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the rocky promontories that look from the sea as if there 
was no entrance; but as we neared the land the entrance 
opened up to the wonderful harbor of Port Jackson, or 
Sydney, one of the finest harbors in the world. Its area, 
including all its bays, is about fifteen square miles, with a 
shoreline of one hundred and sixty-five miles and the water 
is generally deep in all bays, with good anchorage. Sydney 
lies on the southern shore about four miles from the Heads, 
which are about three hundred feet high, and there is no 
view of the basin from the sea. 

We dropped anchor opposite Fort Dennison, where we 
remained until the following morning when we were towed 
up to Alger’s Wharf. After dinner the men went ashore and 
were paid off. Jim, Andy and I were the only ones of the 
crew left except the steward. 

The next morning the stevedores came alongside and 
rigged their purchase, but didn’t start to unload till Thurs- 
day on account of a heavy rain. They were just a week un- 
loading and the last day gave us a hand till dark furling our 
heavy sails, which had been dropped to air and dry from the 
recent rains. 

There was no work and a general holiday on May 24 
because it was the Queen’s birthday and the steward and I 
went ashore together to take in the sights and especially a 
military review before the Governor. There were no grand- 
stand seats, but the field was large and the crowd was kept 
back far enough for all to see and to give the soldiers ample 
room for marching and maneuvering. 

They presented a queer appearance with their red coats 
and small caps, which were held in place by a black patent- 
leather strap drawn tightly under the chin. I missed the blue 
uniforms of the American soldiers, but the Australian red- 
coats showed themselves to be thoroughly drilled in march- 
ing with their different formations and I have never seen 
anything equal to their hollow square. 

Squad after squad of men, marching in line, would back 
and fill before the Governor, when all at once about 10,000 
men, in a right-about-face, formed a hollow, oblong square, 
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two deep, coming to a halt and with “Present .arms,” the 
order was given to “Fire.” 

Beginning at the upper right corner, and in rapid succes- 
sion, the guns pealed forth. Down the long line, across the 
bottom—up the other side and across the top, to the starting 
point, like a cyclone going away and returning in all its fury. 
It was well executed and brought forth great applause from 
the spectators present. This was the grand finale of the after- 
noon and we returned to the ship well satisfied with the 
review. 

Owing to the congestion at Newcastle we were unable to 
get a cargo of coal for two weeks and so stayed a week in 
Sydney, making minor repairs. We had been chartered to 
take a load of coal to Sourabaya, Java. 

Early in the afternoon of June 8, the steamer Challenge 
came alongside to tow us to Newcastle. After the runners 
came aboard we unmoored ship and hove up our anchor 
(vessels mooring at the dock were obliged to have an anchor 
in the stream as well) and early the next morning we 
dropped both anchors in Newcastle Bay. After breakfast we 
rigged in the jib-boom and unbent the sails. The runners 
left the ship after dinner and were paid off. 

The next morning was Saturday and a gang of men came 
off to us to take out our ballast. A full-rigged brig, the Lalla 
Rookh, came alongside to receive it. Rigging a purchase, the 
man aloft on the main yardarm of the Lalla Rookh dropped 
his sling, which fell at my feet. The mate told me to take it 
up to him and with an “Aye, aye, sir!” I jumped into his 
main rigging which seemed no larger than ratline-stuff, and 
before I knew it I was up at the futtock shrouds. I smiled as 
I jumped on to the foot-rope, for his main yard seemed no 
larger than our royal. It seemed a cinch to furl such a pocket 
handkerchief and no chance for a “Paddy can’t dive for his 
Boots” in tossing such a bunt. 

While the “lumpers” were at work unloading our ballast, 
Jim and I painted the ship, outside. As the ballast was un- 
loaded it was necessary to stiffen the ship, on account of 
heavy winds, and a lighter, with eighty tons of coal, came off 
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and was unloaded the next day. It remained alongside all 
night and the next morning a gale sprang up, increasing in 
velocity until at last the moorings parted and before we 
could get a line to the lighter, it swung clear of the ship and 
went ashore. 

On June 20, we finished unloading the ballast and took in 
sixty tons more of coal which was all that was required for 
stiffening, but with the weather unsettled we remained at 
anchor until the twenty-eighth, when a gang of men came 
off to get our anchors up and help dock the ship. 

With the variable winds and tide the ship had swung 
until we counted twelve turns in the cable. These were taken 
out by putting a seizing around both cables, at the water’s 
edge; then the port chain was unshackled at the hawsepipe 
and the end passed around the starboard chain until the cable 
was free; then the port chain was again shackled and the 
seizings cut at the water’s edge. Heaving away, our anchors 
were finally tripped at eight in the evening after a hard 
afternoon’s work. Two steamers towed us into King’s 
Wharf, where we moored her fore and aft. This wharf or 
quay, was about seven hundred feet long, running parallel 
to the railroad tracks and accommodating vessels of twenty- 
two feet draft. 

In rainy weather, on the morning of the twenty-ninth, we 
took in our first “wagon” of coal. Each wagon held ten tons 
and was lifted bodily from the trucks and swung over the 
hatch, where the bottom was tripped and the coal dumped at 
once into the ship. The first load was pretty severe on the 
ship, but after several cars had been dumped there was 
scarcely any jar. One bad feature in loading in this manner 
was the inability of the trimmers to shovel the coal fast 
enough between the hatches, and with eight or ten ships in 
the stream, waiting for a chance to dock, our coal was 
dumped in a hurry. Not enough time was given the coal 
trimmers, in the lower hold, with the result that our hatches 
were full and running over before the lower hold was full 
and they began on the between-decks entirely too soon. Con- 
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sequently we received our complement with a well-filled 
between-deck and plenty of room in the lower hold. 

On Sunday, Jim and I took a walk ashore but didn’t find 
much of a town and so walked over the hill to the cliffs, then 
past the Bogey Hole, a natural swimming pool in the rocks, 
and around to the bathing beach and back. There wasn’t any- 
thing going on that interested us and we went back to the 
ship content to stay aboard. 

By way of celebrating the “Glorious Fourth,” the second 
mate fired his revolver and ran up our colors to the monkey 
gaff-end. We received the balance of our 1,200 tons of coal 
that afternoon and with hatches overflowing and the decks 
generally full, we hauled out to the buoy to accommodate 
another ship. 

While staying at King’s Wharf, a bright lad of fourteen 
had made himself generally useful and won the good will 
of the mates. He wanted to make a voyage with us and the 
mate sent him home to get permission from his parents. As 
we left the dock withoyt him we thought he was unable to 
secure the letter, but after dinner a boat pulled off from the 
shore and Billy climbed up the Jacob’s ladder with his “dun- 
nage,” which consisted of an extra shirt and a pair of stock- 
ings. He said his parents were only too glad to get rid of him 
and as he had made his own living, selling papers, etc., since 
he was ten years old he claimed it was a waste of time to go 
home as he seldom stayed there. He was given a berth with 
me, the mate supplying a blanket from the slop-chest; but 
before we turned in I suggested that he take a bath, for his 
face and hands looked as though water was a stranger to him. 
He seemed in no hurry, however, so I got a pail of water 
from the cook, as hot as possible, and giving him a cake of 
soap I stood by and saw that he did a good job. 


CHAPTER XI 
WORKING THE SHIP IN ROUGH WEATHER 


1 aS crew signed on Tuesday, but didn’t come off till 
the following morning, which was rainy and cold and 
a very disagreeable day. All the crew were sober but one, 
but before the day was over all were drunk but two. The 
man that was drunk was dead drunk and was hoisted out of 
the runner’s boat in a sling which was put under his stomach, 
while his head and feet met below as he was being hoisted 
aboard. Landing him on deck he was rolled in a heap against 
a water-cask where he was left until he should regain con- 
sciousness. He came to about two o’clock, crazy with delirium 
tremens, under the hallucination that the ship was on fire, 
staggering aft and crying in terror: “Fire! Fire! The ship’s 
on fire! Lower the boats and save yourselves.” 

I was alarmed at first, but the quiet smiles of the others, 
who knew his condition, soon convinced me that his upper 
story was not what it should be. He stood by the gangway, 
shaking like one with palsy, and pointing with his finger to 
the forecastle, shouted: 

“See! See! The house is on fire! Watch the flames come 
aft! For God’s sake man the pumps quick or the whole ship 
will be on fire!” 

Then putting one arm over his eyes, as if to shut out the 
sight, he turned and went up the steps as if to jump over- 
board. One of the sailors took him by the arm and the mate 
instructed him to take the man forward and lock him in the 
forecastle, which was done much against his will, for he 
couldn’t be induced to pass the galley door for fear of being 
burned. After he was left alone it was pitiful to hear him 
pleading to be taken to a place of safety and begging us not 
to leave him. Shriek after shriek came from the fo’c’sle with 
sounds of blows against the door which he tried to batter 
down. At last wearing himself out he fell to the floor, moan- 
ing and crying as if his heart would break. 
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As the afternoon advanced the new crew got more noisy 
and one after another had to drop out of the gang, being too 
drunk to stand and of no earthly assistance. The foresail and 
mainsail were both bent under difficulties, for the men on the 
yard, as a whole, had all they could do to hang on to keep 
from falling. 

While bending the jib, an ambitious sailor called “Dub- 
lin,” who didn’t know his own strength, stood on top of the 
ibe boom and while reaching down to light up the sail, missed 
his footing as he was about to stand on the guys and fell 
through the back-ropes into the water. Being a good swim- 
mer he soon reached a buoy where he held on till we got a 
boat to him. A couple of us pulled him out of the water and 
he reached the ship a more sober man. Regaining the deck, 
in true sailor fashion he made his way out on the boom again 
as if nothing had happened. The jib being bent this ended 
the work on the sails and we knocked off early in the after- 
noon. 

On account of a falling barometer and stormy rainy 
weather from the north, we remained at anchor till Thurs- 
day, July 11. 

Strong winds and anti-cyclones in the northwestern part 
of Australia are called “Willy-Willies,” while those in Vic- 
toria, in the southeastern part of Australia, are called “Brick 
Fielders,” on account of the dust arising from the brick fields 
south of Melbourne. In Sydney these gales, arising from the 
hot, desert sands, are called “Southerly Busters.” While off 
Sydney the wind may be blowing from the north for a day 
or more, when there is a short lull and then, very suddenly, 
when the line of lowest pressure has passed, a strong wind 
often sets in from the south, increasing at times to the ve- 
locity of a hurricane, blowing up the coast and doing great 
damage to shipping off and on shore. These winds are also 
called “Southerly Busters.” 

It was during one of these lulls, while we were ene 
at anchor with fine weather and a stiff breeze from the 
south’ard, that the steamer Challenge came alongside and 
we immediately got under way. While crossing the bar at 
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the entrance we struck pretty hard and the ship trembled 
from truck to keelson. The yards creaked and groaned and 
the second mate shouted, “Stand from under the yards!” 
but listing to starboard, the next sea carried us over and we 
did not strike again. On sounding the pumps there was no 
apparent damage done and all hands seemed satisfied. 

All the whiskey having been drunk before we sailed, 
Brooks, the man who had the D.T.’s, came out of it all 
right, but a nervous wreck. He claimed he had been shang- 
haied, but philosophically remarked that if it hadn’t been 
this ship it might have been worse. He was glad it was an 
American ship for he might be bound to England. His home 
was in Brooklyn, New York, and he had been trying to get 
home for ten years. Three times he had been to Liverpool, 
only to be shanghaied in English bottoms, and the last time 
he found himself bound for Australia instead of New York. 
Now he was through with drinking and would stay by the 
ship until she reached Boston. He was a well-educated man 
and had been master of ships, but his appetite for whiskey 
was his downfall. Arriving in port he was always full, con- 
sequently the chances for shipping as mate were against him 
and becoming discouraged he continued to drown his sor- 
rows in the flowing bowl. Money gone, the sailor’s boarding 
house wouldn’t carry him and the only way to get rid of him 
was to shanghai him. And so, there he was, happy in the 
thought that eventually he would bring up somewhere near 
Brooklyn. 

The crew were hardly over their drunk and couldn’t 
arouse themselves sufficiently to sing a chantey at the topsail 
halliards, and clearing the bar with our topsails set, the 
Challenge lost no time in casting off the towline, for we were 
fast overhauling her in the strong, southerly wind. By the 
time our royals were set, the Adar had all she could carry 
and was a bit cranky on account of our heavy load of coal in 
between-decks. 

With the decks continually awash, Billy couldn’t stand the 
heavy rolling and gave up to seasickness. Strange to say, Mr. 
Burris sent him below after he had lost his dinner. The mate 
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no doubt remembered his call-down from the captain in 
Alonzo’s case. 

At eight o’clock that evening we shipped a sea over the 
starboard main rigging which filled the cabin floor. Soon 
afterwards the wind went down and with light baffling winds 
we held our course till off Cape Byron on Saturday, July 15, 
when the wind freshened into a gale from the southeast, the 
ship laboring heavily with decks more or less filled with 
water. While under topgallant sails, the outer jib stay was 
carried away and we clewed up and furled the fore- and 
mizzen-topgallant sails and later the main-topgallant sail 
came in. The upper fore and mizzen topsails were furled 
and the mainsail reefed, after which we were called aft to 
“Splice the main brace” and the same steward, who had been 
with us from Melbourne, trotted out another black bottle 
and joined in with the rest, not forgetting the man at the 
wheel and again drinking to his success. That evening we 
furled the upper main topsail, mainsail, foresail and jib. We 
were shipping much water and she was leaking badly, so the 
men were constantly at the pumps. 

Running before it the Akdar would settle to port, when a 
huge sea would come over the rail, filling the decks. The 
additional weight above would cause her to stagger and 
tremble all over. With the rise of the wave amidships she 
would shake like a thing of life, trying to clear herself of 
the weight on deck. The stern settling again, as the sea 
rushed forward, she righted herself and the heavy mass of 
water rushed to starboard and away she listed, unable to free 
herself. The next sea came in over the starboard rail and in 
like manner we wallowed through each sea, first to port and 
then to starboard, all through the night. At the pumps we 
were wet as drowned rats, trying to avoid the wash by leav- 
ing the hand-brakes and jumping on top of the main bitts, or 
anywhere handy with something to hold on to, otherwise our 
feet would be washed from under and we would find our- 
selves in the lee scuppers. 

In this situation Brooks showed his mettle. While the 
others were growling and cursing their fate, he shook his 
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head in answer and said: “Well, boys! You are all far better 
off than I and we have all been in this kind of weather 
before. But when this blows over we’ll come about and have 
fair weather home. We’re in for it, to-night, but let’s forget 
the weather and try a chantey and heave away cheerily. 
‘Heave Away Cheerily’ will be a good one to sing at the 
pumps,” so saying, he led the men in our first chantey since 
leaving Newcastle. 


Heave Away CHEERILY 
Moderato 
iat CuHorus 
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The wind is free and we’re bound for sea. Heave a-way cheer-i - ly, 
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As off to thesouth’ard we go - 0, As off tothe south’ard we 
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go - 0. Sing, my lads,cheer-i - ly. Heave,my lads,cheer-i - ly. 
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Heave a-waycheer-i- ly, ho - oh! For gold that we prize, and 
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sun- ni - er skies, A-way to the south-’ard we go. 


We want sailors bold, who can work for their gold, 
And stand a good wetting without catching cold. 
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The sailor is true to his Sal or his Sue, 
As long as he’s able to keep them in view. 


They’re crying, “Come back my dear sailor in blue, 
For no one can fill the place vacant by you.” 


They love us for money, whoever he be, 
But when it’s all gone, we are shanghaied to sea. 


Then sing, “Good-bye Sally, your wonders [1] tell, 
But when with another [ll wish you in hell.” 


This chantey, although a windlass chantey, was sung at 
the pumps that evening with words that would hardly look 
well in print. Brooks knew the crew and sang words for their 
pleasure, while the seas chased us away from our work from 
time to time. 

Our pumps were of the old hand-brake style and like the 
windlass moved up and down, but without a halfway pause. 
The stroke was directly up and down with a quick motion. 
Only one pump worked at a time, which was the farthest 
from the handles. Chanteys in 2/4 or 6/8 time can be sung 
at the pumps where the accent falls on the down or up 
stroke. During the daytime we seldom started a chantey at 
the pumps; but during the night we sang one after another 
during the entire watch. 

Brooks was a happy-go-lucky fellow and liked by all. He 
was a thorough sailor and knew his place, adapting himself 
to emergencies as he found them. In all our bad weather I 
never heard him complain, either at the pumps or on the 
yard, shortening sail. He carried on his conversation as an 
equal to the one with whom he was talking and being a col- 
lege graduate he could use the finest language when neces- 
sary—or the vilest, if that pleased the one with whom he 
was in company. When with the sailors he forgot his educa- 
tion and used their dialect to the Queen’s taste. At the 
pumps his vocabulary in pumping chanteys, which are of the 
vilest, was at his tongue’s end and knowing this the sailors 
begged, night after night, for a chantey with some spice in 
it and he generally accommodated them with words from 
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A to Z. This had its effect and pleased the men, for it served 
to take their minds away from the bad weather and helped 
them to forget their surroundings, which otherwise might 
have led to mutiny with a disgruntled crew. 

At three o’clock in the morning we furled the lower miz- 
zen topsail while the seas ran mountains high. At seven we 
shipped a sea over the main rigging which swept the booby 
hatch, a 6’ x 6’ square house, off the combings, capsizing and 
breaking all the buckets in the rack. 

Here was more excitement, for the booby hatch was swept 
across the deck with each roll, endangering the life of any- 
one attempting to secure it. Sliding across the deck and strik- 
ing the combings of the mizzen hatch, it rolled over and 
over, bringing up against the spare spars lashed to the bul- 
warks with such force that had it struck the bulwarks no 
doubt they would have been carried away and the booby 
hatch gone overboard. As it was, both the spars and the 
booby hatch were badly scratched and splintered. Luckily 
no one was injured while it was sliding across the deck. 
Finally a rope was passed around it and secured to the rail 
and another rope led across the deck to the other side and by 
slacking away on the first rope and pulling taut on the other 
we let the ship do the rest and when in position we rolled it 
over the combings in place. It was badly splintered and 
sprung out of shape, but we secured it as best we could, 
temporarily, until the sea went down. 

While we were making it fast the steward came out of the 
cabin on his way to the galley for the breakfast. He had 
hardly got to the mainmast before he was swept off his feet 
and carried into the lee scuppers with such force that we 
thought his leg was broken. He was unable to get from 
under the spare spar without help and couldn’t stand alone 
and had to be carried to the cabin. His hard luck was my mis- 
fortune for I was again called to take his place, which I 
despised. 

With the ship under fore-topmast staysail, lower fore and 
main topsails and reefed spanker, we were riding out the 
gale, which increased in velocity, with a heavy running sea, 
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when we shipped a sea over the starboard bow which carried 
away the jib stay and back-ropes, stove in the starboard fo’- 
c’sle door and the starboard longboat on top of the fo’c’sle. 
The sea struck it with such force that one would think a man 
had battered in the bottom of the boat with a top maul. It 
swept over the forward house and against the pigpen, on 
the main hatch, staving it to pieces against the main bitts. 
The two pigs that were in it were swept overboard and 
drowned. The men were continually at the pumps, as the 
vessel was making six and seven inches an hour. In this big 
sea we sprung our foremast and the captain decided to wear 
ship and head for Sydney. It was a dangerous undertaking 
and we had our fears of pooping a sea, but during a lull and 
by watching the sea until the three seas* went by, he ordered 
the helm up and we wore handsomely and shaped our course 
for Sydney. Almost immediately the wind abated, but there 
was no indication of the sea going down and it kept up the 
whole of the next day, although we had fine weather and a 
southerly wind during which we repaired the jib stay and 
back-ropes and set the topsails. 

The next day, July 19, there was fine weather with a 
breeze from the westward and we set the topgallant sails. 
This was followed by light winds and calms, with a heavy 
swell. The steward got on his feet again and I was relieved. 
We set the royals at one o’clock and took them in at six and 
before we got down from aloft the wind sprang up from the 
south’ard increasing to a gale, so that all hands were called 
to shorten sail. At seven-thirty, the upper mizzen topsail 
split from head to foot and was immediately furled and at 
eight we reefed the mainsail, and took it in altogether at 
midnight and hove to for the night under fore-topmast stay- 
sail, lower topsails and reefed spanker. 

The next morning had all the earmarks of a pleasant day 
and the men, while setting the main topsail, were so elated 
over the prospects of finer weather that Brooks started a 
chantey when the halliards were thrown from the pin in the 
rail, and we lost no time in hooking the snatch-block into the 


* Big seas run in sets of three. 
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eye-bolt in the deck, when we tailed on behind and across 
the deck. No one could help putting his entire strength into 
the pull of this chantey, for not only were the men’s voices 
unusually good, but the chantey was sung with a jerk and a 
swing as only chanteys in 6/8 time can be sung. While the 
words were of negro extraction, yet it was a great favorite 
with us and sung nearly every time the topsails were hoisted. 


Hancinc JoHNNY 


Moderato 
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They sa I hang for mon-ey. So hang boys, hang! 
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Why did you hang your daddy, 
And then your mother, laddie? 


They say, I hung my mother, 
And then I hung my brother. 


I hung my sister Nancy, 
Because I took a fancy. 


A rope, a beam, a ladder, 
I hung them all together. 


> 


They call me “Hanging Johnny,’ 
But I never hung nobody. 


I'd hang a brutal mother, 
The same as any other. 


I'd hang a noted liar, 
Td hang a bloated Friar. 


I'd hang a highway robber. 
Td hang a burglar jobber. 


254 Tue MakiInc oF A SAILOR 


I'd hang all wrong and folly, 
And hang to make things jolly. 


A rope, a beam, a ladder. 
Id hang them all together. 


Come hang and sway together 
And hang for finer weather. 


They call me “Hanging Johnny,” 
But I never hung nobody. 


The words “Hang boys, hang,” are used in a topsail-hal- 
liard hoist, when sweating up the yard “two blocks,” where, 
in swaying off, the whole weight of the body is used. The 
sing-out, from some old shellback, usually being words such 
as “Hang, heavy! Hang, buttocks! Hang, you sons of . 
Hang!” 

After setting the topsails we gave her the main-topgal- 
lant sail, which was all she could carry in a heavy head-sea. 
The decks were awash all day. 

At eleven o’clock at night the wind came up from the 
W.S.W., strong and squally, and at midnight we took in the 
topgallant sail. We were then pumping every half-hour. At 
eight o’clock the next morning we reefed the mainsail, after 
which the captain gave orders to “Splice the main brace!” 
This was hailed with joy by all for we had had a hard night 
of it, in very disagreeable weather, with heavy rain squalls, 
so that oil-skins seemed of little account. . 

On Saturday, July 22, the gale increased, with passing 
heavy rain squalls. The upper topsails were furled at four 
o’clock and we again wore ship in a heavy sea. The watch at 
one o’clock in the morning furled the foresail and mainsail 
and not long after we shipped a sea which stove in the port 
fo’c’sle door, carried away the port side-light in the rigging 
and stove in the bow of the port boat, over the fo’c’sle. 

Having no extra red light we tore up an old ensign and 
wrapping the red bunting around a lantern hung it in the 
fore rigging, as a side-light, which answered the purpose 
pretty well. No sooner was it in the rigging, than we shipped 
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another sea which stove in the port galley door, filled the 
galley floor and washed the pots, kettles and pans out of the 
racks in a more or less damaged condition. With the fo’c’sle 
doors both gone, the men had an unusually hard time, as 
their bedding and mattresses were wet through. Canvas was 
nailed over the openings and served to keep out the cold air 
and the men turned in, wrapped up in wet blankets, glad to 
get away from the wet decks and lost no time in catching 
what little sleep they could, for no one could say just what 
moment we would be called on deck to shorten sail. In this 
condition they were soon steaming away like planks in a 
steam box. When the watch was called they turned our fairly 
parboiled and assembled around the main hatch where the 
quick clank of the pumps greeted them. 

With the orders, “Relieve the wheel!” and “That will do 
the watch!” we took our stations at the pumps as the old 
stage-saying broke out afresh, from those going below, as a 
parting salute, “Who wouldn’t sell a farm and go to sea!” 
This was too much for the watch on deck and one could hear 
the curses heaped upon themselves for being caught in a 
leaky ship like this, etc. But Brooks, in his soothing manner, 
usually poured oil on the troubled waters and broke out in a 
chantey and so we sang and pumped through the watch, in- 
terrupted continually by heavy seas coming aboard. Not only 
were the gates kept open, but we also used an axe to cut 
through the bulwarks in the waist and between the ends of 
the spare spars, amidships, to allow the water to run off as 
quickly as possible. 

The phosphorescent light from the whirling mass of 
water on deck, dashing against the spare spars, acted as foot- 
lights to the scene, illuminating the yellow oil-skins and the 
dripping faces of the men, washed by the rain squalls, in a 
ghastly manner. The trembling of the ship and the shrieking 
rigging, as she wallowed about, told the strain she was 
under; meeting the wind as she righted only to be buffeted 
and thrown back again, by the force of the gale, nearly on 
her beam-ends. 

In the morning, the steward, who had been limping about, 
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either was afraid to go to the galley for the breakfast or was 
really unable and so he succeeded in having me do his work; 
but the day being Sunday there wasn’t much to do. 

At dinner time the second mate and I, eating together, 
were caught in a peculiar situation. Bringing in our soup and 
coffee I placed the soup and crackers on the swinging table 
rack, above the dining table, and went into the pantry to 
pour the coffee into cups. Returning with a cup in each hand, 
the second mate held his pan of soup in both hands, for the 
ship was rolling so hard that the swinging table would bring 
up with a jump and to keep it from spilling he was using 
both hands to keep it steady. Releasing one hand he took the 
cup while I reached for my pan of soup, now nearly empty, 
and sat opposite him with both hands full. It was impossible 
to put either the soup or the coffee down with safety. At one 
moment I would be above the second mate and far away 
from the table while he would be jammed against the side of 
the table, to leeward, with both arms on a level with his head 
and so vice versa. It was some time before I dared to raise 
my eyes from the soup and coffee which I was holding, and 
finally looking across the table to see how he was getting 
along our eyes met and he burst into laughter. I must have 
had a puzzled look on my face for he laughingly said, 

“Why don’t you eat your dinner?” at which we both 
laughed for he, like myself, could do nothing but hold the 
liquid to keep it from spilling. So we sat for some time until 
the coffee cooled sufficiently to drink when he jokingly re- 
marked that it was “a hell of a dish for a hungry man to 
serve on a day like this.” 

It was one of the most trying situations it had been my 
fate to meet. There was no such thing as eating out of a 
plate, on the table, with a knife and fork, for, unless we held 
the plate in our hands, it would slide across the table with the 
roll of the ship. So we ate our dinner from the swinging 
rack, like the revolving table where you make your selection 
and grab your dish before it gets beyond your reach, for in 
rolling to leeward the rack brought “hard up” to windward 
where the second mate ate what he could before the ship 


WorkKING THE SHIP In RoucH WEATHER 257 


started to roll back, and I waited patiently for the ship to 
roll the other way giving me the same opportunity. It was 
“catch as catch can” throughout the dinner, with many amus- 
ing incidents. 

In the afternoon, just before setting the topsails, Mr. 
Burris told “Dublin” to put new rovings in the upper main 
topsail. Instead of taking out the old ones, “Dublin” filled 
the eye of the sail with the roving, cut off the end and hove 
what was left overboard. The mate, watching proceedings, 
shouted to “Dublin” to take out the old ones, but couldn’t 
make himself heard, whereupon, in his usual way he began 
cursing and damning “Dublin” and everyone aboard ship 
for their ignorance, swearing by note, as it were, and gener- 
ally making himself ridiculously disliked. “Dublin,” not 
hearing the mate, went right on with his work and was soon 
down from aloft. The mate rushed up to him, as he swung 
from the sheer pole to the deck below, shouting and shaking 
his fist. 

“Damn you! What do you mean by cutting those rovings? 
You deliberately defied me and kept right on cutting and 
slashing when you knew a damn sight better. Pl have you 
know that orders aboard this ship have got to be carried out,” 
etc. 

“Dublin,” not knowing why he was accosted in this man- 
ner, stepped back as the mate advanced, giving him the im- 
pression that he was afraid of him and the mate, gaining 
confidence as he cursed, caught “Dublin” by the shirt collar 
and shouted, “I’ll have you put in irons for insubordina- 
tion! ”—with his usual flow of adjectives. 

The captain was standing at the break of the poop as 
“Dublin” was rushed aft. 

“Cap’n,” said the mate, “I’ve got to put this man in irons 
before he runs away with the ship.” 

‘What’s the matter now?” asked the captain, emptying 
his mouthful of tobacco in the wash at the bottom of the 
steps. He listened impatiently to the mate’s complaint and 
with a sneer, said, 

“T see no grounds for your flying into a passion like this 
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and if you would use less swearing and more thinking you’d 
do a damn sight better.” 

After giving “Dublin” a little advice, in which he was 
cautioned to be more particular and in future to do his work 
in a more seamanlike manner, he was told to go forward. 
The mate also came in for a reprimand from the captain, in 
which he was cautioned that scenes like that only served to 
bring discontent among other members of the crew besides 
filling their minds with mutinous intentions and in future 
he must watch his step. The mate stood by without answer- 
ing a word and seemed in no hurry to get away. Finally, the 
captain told him it was time to get the topsails on her and he 
answered immediately: 

“Aye, aye, sir! ’er—Set the main topsail!” 

The men were in a dejected mood and didn’t reply in the 
usual spirited manner, so that the topsails were hoisted with 
only a sing-out. By the time the fore topsail was set they had 
time to cool off and with the mizzen topsail, orders were 
given to set the main-topgallant sail and Brooks led the men 
in the hand-over-hand hoist, in the chantey “Tommy’s Gone 
topttilo.? 


Tommy’s Gone To HILO 


Andantino 
SoLo 


Oh,Tom-my’s gone,what shall I do? A-way-y, Hi - lo. 


Cuorvus 
SoLo = Me > 


——— ae = a eae 


Tom-my’s gone and I’ll_ go too, ‘Tom-my’sgoneto Hi - lo, 


To Hilo town, we’ll see her through, 
For Tommy’s gone with a ruling crew. 


Oh, Tommy’s gone from down below, 
And up aloft this yard must go. 
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Oh, Tommy’s gone, we’ll ne’er say nay 
Until the mate sings out, “Belay!” 


I think I heard the old man say, 
We'll get our grog three times a day. 


Oh, one more pull and that will do, 
So let her roll and wet us through. 


She’ll ship it green again to-day; 
The mate is sore and hell’s to pay. 


Oh, Tommy’s gone, what shall I do? 


The mate is sore and so are you. 


Oh, Tommy’s gone and left us, too; 
We like the mate—Like hell we do! 


This brought a burst of laughter from us all which was 
more than the mate could stand, for he ran across the deck 
shouting in an excited manner and addressing his remarks to 
Brooks: 

“See here, by God! You’re not going to make me the 
laughing stock aboard this ship and if I hear any more such 
words from you, you can stow this away in your head and 
that is, you and I will simply fall out. So cheese it!” 

His face was ashen white with rage and his little gray eyes 
had a look that told us he was mean enough to work off any 
hardship on Brooks, even to keelhauling him for a second 
offense. 

The chantey was abruptly brought to an end but Brooks 
made no reply and went right on with the hoist giving the 
regular sing-out just as though the chantey ended in a natu- 
ral way and completely ignoring the mate who was still 
cursing a blue streak. 

We continued hoisting away until the yard was “two- 
blocks,” before he walked away, and seeing that we couldn’t 
hoist any further, he bellowed out, “Belay! belay the main 
t?gallant! Lee upper main topsail brace!” 

This took us all aft to leeward and out of ear-shot while 
he slacked away to windward and it gave him an opportunity 
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to cool off. The watch was relieved and the old ship again 
carried all she could stagger under for the rest of the day. 

In the dogwatch I made an important discovery which 
quite upset me for the time being. Billy was helping the 
steward in the cabin and I went to my room to mend a shirt. 
While stitching away I found myself continually scratching 
my head. My first thought was that I was breaking out with 
the itch; but I could see no indication between my fingers 
and so resorted to a fine-tooth comb which revealed the fact 
that my hair was inhabited. I found three of the prettiest 
little wingless, suctorial parasitic insects belonging to the 
tribe Pediculina and sometimes regarded as degraded He- 
miptera Pediculus Capitis, in plain sailor language and better 
known as head lice. They were surely everything that was 
said of them in Webster’s Dictionary. 

I was provoked, to say the least, for after having Billy 
take a bath, prior to our sailing from Newcastle, as he was 
drying his hair in the doorway I noticed that he was scratch- 
ing his head a good deal and when I asked him if he had a 
fine-tooth comb, he turned and indignantly said, “You don’t 
think I’m lousy, do you?” 

Really, I thought he was, from the way he was digging 
away in his hair; but he seemed so insulted at my inquiry 
that I didn’t investigate further. But now I was the insulted 
one and immediately went to the pantry, where Billy was 
just finishing up the supper dishes. I led him forward by the 
hand in no gentle manner. 

“What do you want with me?” he asked. 

“Come into the room-and [Il show you,” said I. 

After showing him the comb and telling him what I had 
found, in no gentle tones I told him to get a deck-bucket 
and take a seat on the main hatch, for I was going to see how 
many fish I could catch. 

His hair, naturally curly, was long and matted and I was 
unable to run the comb through it, so I gave him a hair cut 
and being a novice I hacked away, cutting it as closely as 
possible. In those days clippers were not used in cutting 
men’s hair and were practically unknown. The rolling and 
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pitching of the ship didn’t help matters and my efforts were 
a dismal failure, from a barber’s point of view; but his hair 
was cut as close as possible and I cared but little how it 
looked so long as the hair was removed. With the first swipe 
of the comb I nearly lost my supper and I hope I will never 
again see another sight like it. It is hard to believe that any- 
one could carry so many lice without showing it, for the 
comb was filled to overflowing. It made me sick at my stom- 
ach and unable to go on with the work; besides, there was 
danger of all hands being contaminated if I combed out 
promiscuously on the deck. 

On the spur of the moment and without thought of the 
consequences, I reasoned that kerosene oil might kill them 
and so rushed into the lamp room and taking the gallon can 
poured it over a bunch of oakum until it was well saturated. 
With this I swabbed Billy’s head, putting it on good and 
thick, and while waiting to see what effect it had, I felt like 
touching a match to it. 

I didn’t have long to wait for Billy’s head was more or 
less raw from his scratching and the biting of the lice and 
the smarting must have been terrible. Suddenly he jumped 
from the bucket and danced up and down shouting in agony: 
“Oh, my God, Fred! Oh! Oh! I can’t stand it!” and step- 
ping on the side of the bucket, which rolled over, he lost his 
balance, sliding off the hatch and across the deck where he 
rolled and writhed about in great pain. Crying and sobbing 
he pleaded for something to be placed on his head. 

I was alarmed and fearful that I had made a mistake in 
applying the kerosene, so ran to the water-cask and drew a 
dipper full of water and poured the contents over his head. 
Whether Billy had got used to the smarting or whether the 
water washed off the kerosene, I am unable to say, but he was 
soon out of his misery and could smile again. Telling him 
to use the comb, when he was able to, and to stay out of our 
room until he was free from the lice, I left him to work 
out his own salvation. 

Just before eight bells he came to me and reported there 
were no signs of life left, that the kerosene had done its 
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work, and asked to be taken in again. Here, the watch was 
called and it was my lookout, so I left him; but at four bells, 
when I was relieved, I found him fast asleep in his bunk 
and I didn’t have the heart to turn him out. It was just as 
well that I left him for I never saw any indications of lice 
afterwards; nor did Billy have any bad effects from the 
kerosene. 

In the morning watch Brooks started a whistling chantey 
and jokingly remarked: “It’s a good thing I am not supersti- 
tious or I’m afraid I’d never sing this chantey again. We are 
sure having our share of wind.” This song did more to keep 
the crew good-natured than anything else. 

While “Hanging Johnny” had its melancholy tune, the 
new chantey, “A fal-de-lal-day,” was decidedly humorous. 
The word “fal-de-lal-day” fitting in at the most opportune 
time and usually kept us laughing because it was so ridicu- 
lously funny that when it was time for the first chorus, which 
was whistled by all, not half of the men could pucker sufhi- 
ciently to whistle,—breaking up the song with loud bursts 
of laughter. 

Picture hilarity in such a stage setting, with seas breaking 
over the rail! I was generally the “watchdog” for the men 
and stood on top of the pump-beam, treading up and down 
with my feet while I held the chain topsail sheets in both 
hands, with an eye to windward, watching for the huge gray 
seas to come aboard. If the crest was particularly thin and 
green, it was an indication that in meeting the ship’s side 
more or less of the wave would slop over. The greener and 
higher the wave the more water we would get. The men at 
the brakes had their backs to the sea and were in no position 
to see what was coming, so it was left with me to judge 
whether it was time to leave the brakes or not. When an 
unusual sea ran high I would call, “Here she comes, boys!” 
and the song would cease and like so many monkeys we 
would scramble on top of the bitts out of reach of the tons 
of water pouring over the rail and across the deck. This was 
“Life on the Ocean Wave,” and when one turns out of a 
nice steaming blanket and jumps into clammy, damp cloth- 
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ing to meet a situation like this, “Who wouldn’t sell a farm 
and go to sea?” 

It is not fitting here to give all the words sung by Brooks. 
Suffice to say the words in a way followed Thomas Hey- 
wood’s noted “Rape of Lucrece.” Some of the words are 
given in “T’?11 Go No More A-roving,” another pumping 
chantey and by far the most musical of any. It was often 
sung at the windlass while heaving up anchor. 

As we were continually pumping we repeated each line of 
the following, to make the chantey last the longer. 


A. FAL-DE-LAL-DAY 


Allegretto 
SoLo 


Ali whistle 
— — 


——— = 
I met a girl in Port - land Street. 


I met a girl in Port - land Street with her Fal - de - Jal - day, 


= 
o— ee 


fal-de-lal-day, fal-de-lal-lal - de - lal - de- lal - day. 


I met a girl in Portland Street, 
The sweetest girl I chanced to meet. 


Said I, “Young Miss, how do you do?” 
Said she, ““The worse for meeting you.” 


“Young Miss,” said I, “TI like your style.” 


Said she, ““Young man, just wait awhile.” 


I took her hand and on we trod; 
Said she, “Young man, you’re rather odd.” 


And to her room, not far away, 
She bade me call another day. 
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I put my arm around her waist; 
Said she, “Young man, you show good Heid 


I pulled her down upon my lap; 
Said she, ““You now deserve a slap.” 


Her ankle next, I placed my hand; 
Said she, “For this I will not stand.” 


I pulled her dress above her knee; 
Said she, ““Young man, please let me be.” 


And why did I no further go? 


Alas! her leg was cork, you know. 


As on former occasions we sang throughout the watch 
while the seas slopped over the rail; but there was more or 
less grumbling from the men at times and between songs, the 
“Flying Dutchman” and phantom ships being the chief topic 
of conversation and on going below they passed it along to 
the starboard watch and they, in turn, began to complain 
that there was a cause for all the wind blowing from all 
points of the compass and for the leaky condition of the ship 
and they even went so far as to say that we should stop 
chanteying, meaning of course, that our whistling chantey 
should be dropped; that our condition was worse than ever 
before and we should try to help things along all we could. 

The cook, a native of New Orleans and as black as the 
ace of spades, was a very superstitious fellow. He was a man 
about forty-five years of age and as I got my breakfast after 
the crew had been served, it was his custom to come to my 
room, while I was eating, and spin yarns about his bad luck. 

He told me that his mother was a slave at one time and 
the mistress of a southern planter, who was his father. There 
was no indication of white blood in his veins, but he ex- 
plained that God had placed the mark of an illegitimate 
child, not on his body, but in his mouth, for he was born with 
two rows of teeth which filled his mouth until they were so 
uneven that he was continually biting his tongue. By work- 
ing the inner set with his fingers or with a skewer, while at 
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sea, he had succeeded in digging out most of them and now 
he had a mouth that gave him little or no trouble in eating. 
He opened his mouth and showed me one of the most un- 
even sets of teeth I ever saw and I think he must have told 
the truth. On this particular morning he came to my door, 
complaining of our general bad luck, saying, 

“Dis ship is an unlucky ship, yes!” 

“Oh! I don’t think the ship is unlucky; it’s the way we 
are loaded,” said I. 

“What fo’ you all sing dat whistlin’ chantey in de night 
watch? Doan’t yo’ all know dat whistlin’ brings up de 
wind?” 

“1 don’t think it makes a particle of difference. It’s an 
old sailor’s superstition,” said I. “I suppose some of the old 
sailors in the ‘Flying Dutchman’ would throw a fit if they 
were aboard of this ship and should hear us sing the whis- 
tling chantey; and if they knew that in Melbourne we had 
a cat that jumped overboard one night in a fit which was 
caused by his tackling a big wharf rat, in which the rat got 
the best of it for he nearly chewed up old Tom. He was 
bitten in the foot, which swelled twice its size, and getting 
no better, he finally went into a fit and jumped overboard 
and we never saw him afterwards. I suppose they would lay 
the chief cause of all this bad weather to the cat. Wouldn’t 
they?” I asked. 

There was a look of terror in his face as he exclaimed: 

“Good God, maan! Do yo’ mean to tell me dat yo’ all 
had a cat in Melbourne what jumped overboard an’ 
drownded? Why didn’t yo’ tell dis niggah ob dat befo’ we 
left Newcastle? I shuh would nebbah have shipped in dis 
vessel. Dat goes fo’ to explain all dis bad luck. We shuh am 
fated an’ will nebbah see port agin. Yo? mark my words! 
Why? ’Case, fu’st de cat jump overboard. Second, yo’ all sing 
dat whistlin’ chantey, night after night, an’ while yo’ sing in 
de dark hours, de wind comes up an’ sing through de riggin’ 
an? byme-by de mate he sings out, ‘Call de watch an’ shorten 
sail.’ After de secon’ mate’s watch comes on deck, dey doan’t 
sing dat bloody whistlin’ chantey. What am de consequences? 
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Why maan! De wind goes down an’ we make sail agin an’ 
sail along all right till de night time, den yo’ watch begins 
to pump and whistle. What do it do, maan? Dat shuh brings 
de wind ebry time and all de wind dat bro’ up north, turns 
’round an’ bro’s right back agin. Why? ’Case yo’ all whistle 
fo’ it. Dat what yo’ do. An’ what do de wind do? Pll tell yo’ 
what it do. De wind comes up gentle at fu’st an’ den comes 
on fo’ to bro’ hardah and hardah. De big seas roll up an’ 
peep obah de rail an’ say, ‘Watch out, maan! I’se comin’ 
aboard!’ But yo’ all pay no ’tention an’? byme-by we gits it 
obah de starboard bow—fo’c’sle doah stove in; two pigs 
drownded an’ spare boat busted in. Dat’s only a warnin’ fo’ 
yo’ all not to sing dat chantey. Ain’t dat ’nough warnin’? 
But yo’ all don’t seem to care. De ship roll an’ groan an’ 
shake all de time an’ last night de wind follow yo’ all ’round 
and byme-by, diff! We git it obah de port bow an’ de port 
fo’c’sle doah am stove in an’ de side-light am carried away, 
an’ de big sea roll an’ growl obah de top ob de galley an’ 
says, ‘Watch out niggah! Yo’ next!? What did it do? I’m 
heah to tell yo’ dat it did! Dat’s all ob dat; but we ain’t 
through yet. Dis ship am a-leakin’ mo’ an’ mo’ ebry day, an’ 
yo’ can’t tell dis niggah dat de cat had nothin’ to do with it, 
fo’ he suah put his mark on dis ship, an’ I know it. She’s 
unlucky, an’ fated. Dat means she’ll go to de bottom befo’ 
we git in!” 

This last remark caused me to laugh outright and he 
jumped up, shaking his fist in my face, exclaiming: 

_ “Laff! damn yo’, laff! What do yo’ all know ’bout de sea 
anyway, Id like to know? I’m sixteen yeahs in deep-water 
ships, an’ yo’,—yo’ all ain’t dry behind de eahs yet, fo’ dis 
am yo’ah fu’st voyage.” 

He was very much exercised and disgusted at me and left 
abruptly, with a sneer on his face, walking proudly to his 
galley with head high in the air as if I was completely be- 
neath his notice. 


CHAPTERSXIT 
MANNING THE PUMPS 


\ \ 7 E HAD fine weather for a day or two and all sails 
were set and the decks dried off nicely. At the same 
time we dried out our mattresses, blankets and clothing 
which were more or less wet with salt water. A man-of-war, 
on washday, had nothing on us, for everywhere the rigging 
was decorated with shirts, coats, etc. The pleasant weather 
didn’t last very long, however, for the wind came up from 
the northeast and increased to a gale. It was another bad 
night and after getting down from the foresail we had a 
call to “splice the main brace.” 

Captain Lamson was not a “tight wad” and on almost 
every occasion when we reefed the foresail or mainsail, he 
trotted out the little black bottle and when the weather was 
unusually thick and disagreeable the second mate lightened 
our hearts with a cheerful word while clewing up: “Hurry 
aloft, boys! Youw’re all entitled to ‘splice the main brace’ 
when you get down again.” At once there would be a scram- 
ble up the rigging to see who would be first out on the 
weather yardarm. 

After reefing the foresail we made our way aft while the 
ship labored hard, wallowing in the seas with decks awash 
and many a time the weight of the water to leeward, on deck, 
was enough to put the rail clear under, and thus we rolled 
like a water-logged vessel. Life lines were stretched fore 
and aft to keep the sailors from being washed overboard for 
it was a dangerous undertaking to go aft without them; 
while we at the pumps got our accustomed exercise of dodg- 
ing the waves as they swept across the deck. There was no 
such thing as trying to come about on another tack and we 
wore ship at 8.30 that night without pooping a sea and 
steered an easterly course, the ship making about seven 
inches of water an hour. 

After snugging her down we again started the pumps, 
when Brooks broke out in “A fal-de-lal-day” and “Dublin” 
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tried to shut him off saying: “For God’s sake,, Brooks, lay 
off that chantey and give it a rest. I’m not superstitious, but 
damn it to hell, try somethin’ else.” Brooks only laughed 
and kept on with the song, but when it came to the whistling 
chorus he and I were about the only ones to whistle. 

The phosphorescent light showed up the men’s faces in a 
ghastly manner, as they stood in their oil-skins, moving up 
and down with the brake-beams. As the brake came up I 
watched the troubled look appear on their faces as they came 
to an upright position. There is nothing very hard in work- 
ing the pump-brakes up and down, but to keep them moving, 
hour after hour, tires the most hardy and when dressed in 
oil-skins, with the rain and spray flying in one’s face, there 
is more or less of a scowl that comes over a man; a deter- 
mined wink of the eye or a sudden duck of the head to catch 
the flying spray on his sou’wester, which otherwise would 
run down his neck, and any troubled look, while singing a 
song under such circumstances, depicts a very sad scene and 
is more or less depressing, according to the dissatisfied con- 
dition of the men. 

Brooks was not a man to irritate anyone and it didn’t take 
long for him to see that the men were dissatisfied and trou- 
bled, so he wound up the chantey in quick order, switching 
to “Clear the Track, Let the Bulgine Run,” in which he used 
words only befitting a pumping chantey and certainly not fit 
for publication. 

It was a dismal night and I was glad when eight bells 
were struck giving me an opportunity to pull off my wet 
clothes and get into my bunk for a four hours’ sleep, if 
lucky enough to get it. Wedging myself by bringing my 
knees up for a brace against the bunk-board, I slept while 
the ship was rolled and tossed by the wind and waves out- 
side. 

At eight bells, with the call of the watch, we tumbled out 
and the watch on deck remained to help set the topsails, for 
the wind was moderating and the sky was clearing and the 
sea going down. The starboard watch, after losing an hour’s 
sleep, was sent below and we resumed our task at the pumps. 
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The next day was Friday and towards evening the gale 
shifted to southwest with a heavy cross-sea. Furling the fore- 
sail and mainsail resulted in another call to “splice the main 
brace.” During my trick at the wheel, from ten o’clock to 
midnight, the captain was continually on deck. We were 
rolling unusually hard and finally a heavy sea threw us over 
until I thought the ship would never right again. She shook 
fore and aft, trembling like a thing of life, but finally 
cleared herself and righted. 

“Take in the topsails, Mr. Burris!” shouted the captain 
and after they were lowered, Mr. Burris came aft, saying: 
“She’s carried away the starboard light and the other galley 
door is stove in, sir! The sea is now washing clear through 
the galley, into one door and out the other. What will we do 
for a green light, sir? I don’t think there is a spare side-light 
in the ship and what’s more, there is no green bunting that 
we can tie around a lantern, the same as we fixed the port 
light, sir.” 

“You'll have to tear up a strip of blue from the old en- 
sign,” replied the captain. ““We’ve got to get up a starboard 
light of some kind and the blue bunting will be better than 
nothing, for we can’t afford to take any chances out here of 
being run down by some passing ship or steamer. Better get 
it out at once.” 

The watch was called to shorten sail and I held the wheel 
until all was secure above. After being relieved and going 
down the lee poop steps, the men at the main bitts were 
taking in the slack of the topsail sheet to a sing-out I had 
never heard before and which ran as follows: 
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Corn broom, hick - 0 - ry broom, squil - gee, swab! 


Swaying off on the pull the others came out strong on the 
word swab. The pull was a strong one and had its result be- 
sides giving a little sunshine—a smile drawn forth from the 
old set “Yo-hoy-boys”—and left the men in better spirits. 
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They needed a variety for in such weather we were all more 
or less tired out, grouchy and ill at ease. 

The gale increased, with heavy passing showers, and the 
next morning at four o’clock we carried away the weather 
lower main topsail sheet and “goosewinged” the’sail, z.¢., the 
weather side of the sail was furled, leaving the lee side in- 
tact, which gives the sail the appearance of a wing of a goose. 
After goosewinging the sail we took in the lower mizzen 
topsail and by nine o’clock we were making such bad weather 
of it that we were compelled to take in the lower fore-top- 
sail and heave to under goosewinged main topsail, fore-top- 
mast staysail and reefed spanker. We were shipping much 
water and the men were continually at the pumps. After 
furling the mizzen topsail all hands were ordered aft to 
“splice the main brace.” 

The next day was Sunday and in filling away, after set- 
ting the lower fore-topsail, we shipped a sea over the fo’c’sle 
that carried away the spare topgallant mast, the pole of 
which rested on top of the forward house and the heel of the 
mast, lashed to the gallows just in front of the booby hatch. 
The mate called all hands to secure the mast, but the ship 
was rolling so hard and such seas were coming aboard, with 
scuppers full of water, that we were unable to handle it. 

Here, the second mate asserted his authority by shouting, 
“Give the damned spar a passage, boys, before one of you 
loses a leg,” and with this he jumped in, leading the men. 
Picking up the heel of the mast, which was floating in the 
starboard lee scuppers, we raised it and rested it on the break 
of the poop. Then, running forward, we picked up the other 
end and with a “Way-hey-a-a-a,” we launched it aft along 
the gangway. Then raising the heel on top of the taffrail 
and the stern of the ship settling down, we again launched 
it aft, over the rail. At the middle it overbalanced into the 
water just as the ship’s stern began to rise again and the 
second mate called, “Give her hell, boys, in a hurry!” There 
wasn’t much need of the order for the weight of the mast 
below was doing the work, but we helped it along, sousing 
it completely under water as the ship’s stern reached its apex. 
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Here occurred an unforeseen situation. The mast went 
down at an angle of 45 degrees or more. Then, with the 
power of its buoyancy, we saw it coming up, pointed directly 
at us from below. Would the ship settle fast enough to clear 
it? was the question. There seemed to be a race as to which 
could travel the fastest. On came the spar and down settled 
the stern as the second mate sang out, “Lay aft here, men, 
and stand by to ward off the mast!” 

The stern was first in the race, but on the rise again the 
topgallant mast overhauled us and before there was a chance 
to ward it off, the pole ran under the taffrail, ripping out 
about fifteen feet of the rail. We quickly breasted the mast 
over the quarter chock into the sea, where it remained rolling 
over and over in the wash astern. 

The loss of a few feet of taffrail was nothing compared 
to a hole under the counter which would have happened had 
the spar rammed us a moment later; but it cheated the cook 
from saying, “I tol’ you so.” However, he managed to keep 
up a fire in his range, day and night, while the wash from 
the decks rolled through the galley, and he didn’t miss a 
day in having coffee ready at 5.30 a.m. for the crew. He told 
me afterwards that he didn’t want to go down in the ship 
with “a troubled consciousness.” 

The ship had been hove to almost continually since Friday 
and it wasn’t until Monday, July 31, that we got a “shot” at 
the sun and found that we were about sixty miles southeast 
of Sydney. 

With the gale blowing strong from the south’ard, we set 
the reefed foresail and reefed mainsail. While sheeting 
home the foresail the second mate led the men in “Haul 
away, Joe.” There was not much music in his voice; but how 
he could pull when chanteying! He seemed to have the 
strength of three men and the watch doubled their efforts to 
keep up with him. Mr. Sanborn was similar to Brooks, in his 
vulgarity, but he put more life into the men and heavy work 
seemed easy when he condescended to jump in and lend a 
helping hand. 

The ship felt the strain of the added canvas and buried 
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her nose in almost every sea. The foresail was some “‘kite” to 
handle in this gale and the scuppers were running deep with 
water, much more so than common, but the captain crowded 
on all sail that she could carry, for he was now determined 
to get back to Sydney at all hazards. 

The men were strung out along the deck, knee-deep in 
water, where they held the sheet of the sail, and the second 
mate took his position close up to the sheave and standing 
on top of the spare spar, one hand free and swinging in the 
breeze he sang at the top of his voice so as to be heard above 
the gale by us all. There was a merry twinkle in his eyes 
that I will never forget as he looked over the shoulders of 
the men awaiting the last word, “Joe!” They all knew the 
song and knew what to expect and looked for words that are 
unfit to print. 

Few people can understand what it means to sing in such 
weather. It was absolutely necessary to stretch the foot of the 
sail, all it would stand, and bring the clew as far down as 
possible. Having no steam it was up to us to do the work 
which could not be done on this ship without the short drag 
chantey. Here, the second mate, singing at the top of his 
voice as he neared the end, suddenly turned, grasping the 
sheet with both hands, while he crouched with bended knees, 
and on the word “Joe!” straightened out with one mighty 
pull, with the help of the others, that brought the rope whiz- 
zing through the sheave, while I held the turn around the 
pin and took in the slack as the men rendered it up to the pin. 


Haut Away, Jor 
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Cit - y. A-way, haul a- way, Haul a-way, Joe! 
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He drove the snakes from Ireland, and then drank all the whiskey. 
Away, haul away, haul away, Joe. 


He built a church in Limerick, and on it put a steeple. 
He held high mass for forty days, but couldn’t fool the people. 


Away, haul away, come haul away my Rosie. 
Away, haul away, my Rosie she’s a posy. 


Oh, once I loved an Irish girl, but she was small and sassy, 
And once I loved an English girl and she was stiff and flashy. 


And then I loved a Spanish girl, but she was proud and haughty. 
And then I loved a French girl. Oh, say, but she was naughty. 


Oh, once in my life I married a wife and damn her, she was lazy, 
And wouldn’t stay at home of nights which damn near set me crazy. 


She stayed out all night, Oh, hell! what a sight, 
And where do you think I found her? 
Behind the pump, the story goes, with forty men around her. 


I have often thought how easy it would be for a crew of 
deep-water sailors to enter a tug-of-war contest, with every 
man’s son, flat on his back and with feet braced with the 
stretch of the rope, pulling his utmost, then a nice little 
chantey like “Haul away, Joe” would completely up-end 
the men on the opposite side and bring home the bacon. 

With the setting of the reefed mainsail we squared away, 
steering north in a very heavy sea; but before getting fairly 
under way an unusually high comber broke over the mizzen 
quarter, carrying away the monkey-railing on both sides, 
breaking the skylights and flooding the cabin floor. We were 
surely in a dilapidated condition around the poop, with most 
of the railing gone, to say nothing of the state of affairs 
forward, and the ship, a proper “lame duck,” wallowed in 
the sea throughout the night. 

At four in the morning the gale moderated and we at- 
tempted to set the upper topsails. With the order from aloft 
to “Hist away,” we raised the main-topsail yard about four 
feet, but couldn’t hoist it any farther. It was raining hard 
and our hands were softened and sore from pulling the wet 


274 THe MakINc OF A SAILOR 


ropes, but pull as we could we were unable to raise the yard, 
when the mate sang out: “What the hell’s the matter? Hist 
away, damn it all!” 

A turn was taken under the belaying-pin but the sway-off 
wouldn’t raise it any farther. 

“Take it to the capstan, if you are too weak to raise it!” 
shouted the mate and we did as ordered. Heaving around a 
couple of times we gradually came to a standstill and the 
mate sang out, “Heave away!” 

““Heave away, sir!”? was answered and heave we did. 

“Heave, oh heave!” was the cry. “Heave, and bust her!” 

The wet halliards were stretched to the utmost and the 
water oozed out from the lay of the rope to the deck below. 
There was a sudden jump of the capstan and the halliards 
went slack as down came the chain runner, which had parted 
on the port side, running through the block above, coming 
down by the run between “Dublin” and me, not two feet 
away. We both instinctively hugged the barrel of the cap- 
stan, for in the dark no one could see how the chain was 
falling. It was a sickening sound—a swish back and forth on 
the hard pine deck at our feet—and the suspense was awful. 
It seemed hours before the rattling of the chain ceased, while 
in reality it was only a few seconds. 

There was nothing more to do with the main topsail and 
after setting the fore and mizzen topsails, we found that the 
tye of the upper main topsail had slipped over the sheave 
and jammed into the mast in such a way that a link in the 
chain was crossways on the fore part of the mast, acting as a 
toggle. The runner being the lighter of the two chains, it 
had to break. 

On Tuesday, August 1, we had fine weather until night, 
when the wind freshened, and after taking in the topgallant 
sails and furling the mainsail, upper topsails and jibs, the 
watch was called at 11.30 a.m. to furl the foresail. At the 
ordinary call of the watch at eight bells—“All hands on 
deck, ahoy!”—the hands dress and await everybody being 
ready before going on deck, but “All hands on deck ahoy, to 
shorten sail!” implys instant action and the hands all know 
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that it is necessary to move and move quickly and on hearing 
the order, they tumble out of their blankets, snatching cloth- 
ing, oil-skins, boots, etc., which are always handy, and jump- 
ing into their trousers, with a hitch of the belt about their 
waists, many times they are on deck before the caller has 
had time to reach the main hatch. 

The wind was piping in great gusts while the sea again 
took on that peculiar green color as it broke over the rail. 
With the order to “Lay aloft” and furl the sail, the men 
rushed up the rigging in a bunch at the futtock shrouds, 
where some ran over the top on their way to the lee yard- 
arm. I was one of the last up the rigging and while running 
along the deck to the weather fore swifter, I saw a huge 
green sea coming up directly in front of me. There was only 
one thing to do—grab a belaying-pin and duck my head close 
to the pinrail before it caught me. I hugged the pin with both 
hands as the sea broke over the rail, throwing the ship nearly 
on her beam-ends. Being close under the rail the sea swept 
over me hardly wetting my face, but striking the side of the 
fo’c’sle it dashed over the boats and swept along the rigging, 
for the ship was over to such an angle that the men in the 
foretop were drenched. Although the sea was a big one, 
scarcely any water remained on deck, the bulk of it dashing 
over the ship, far to leeward. 

She was making more water than usual and we had trou- 
ble through the night with the starboard pump which was 
continually choked with coal, making it necessary for us to 
draw the boxes two or three times during the watch, until 
finally we were unable to get any water at all, although it 
showed eight inches in the hold. When morning came in- 
vestigation revealed that constant pumping, the pump being 
choked with coal, had worn through the pump just below the 
upper box putting it entirely out of commission. 

The gale having moderated, with the call of the watch at 
eight bells, we came about and stood on the starboard tack, 
dropping the foresail and hoisting the upper main topsail to 
another walk-away chantey. The sun was shining brightly 
and the spirits of the men revived when going aft to set the 
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mizzen topsail. We had never sung a chantey on the poop 
knowing that the captain despised a chantey; but he had just 
“shot the sun” and was below figuring up our position and 
Brooks gave us the wink and we started— 


Storm ALonc JOHN 
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Stormy, he is dead and gone. 
A good old man was Storm Along John. 


They dug his grave with a silver spade; 
His shroud of the finest silk was made. 


They lowered him down with a golden chain, 
‘Their eyes were dim with more than rain. 


He was a sailor, bold and true; 
A good old skipper to his crew. 


He lies low in an earthen bed; 
Our hearts are sore, our eyes are red. 


He’s moored at last and furled his sail; 
No danger now from wreck and gale. 


Old Stormy’s heard an angel call, 
So sing his dirge now, one and all. 


MannInGc THE Pumps Diy, 


The captain rushed on deck just as the mate sang out, 
“Belay the upper topsail!” He ran to lw’ard, emptying a 
mouthful of tobacco juice under the main brace, and quickly 
turning to the mate shouted: “Mr. Burris, relieve the man 
at the wheel and send the watch below! Rig the pumps and 
pump her out! Send a man aloft to look for land to 
wind’ard!” He plainly showed that he was displeased at 
something. No doubt it was on account of singing a chantey 
on the poop for he growled at every step as he paced back 
and forth almost in a run. 

The wheel having been relieved we were sent below for 
breakfast and found that the cook was much concerned over 
the pumping. He had heard of the starboard pump giving 
out and while at breakfast he went into the fo’c’sle and re- 
iterated what he knew about hoodoo ships. He knew this ship 
was doomed and cited the many misfortunes we had encoun- 
tered during the past twenty days and found willing ears 
from most of the men in the fo’c’sle. In fact, “Dublin,” who 
had no use for the mate ever since he got the call-down when 
we first left Newcastle, was so bitter that he joined the cook 
in his tale of woe and they only had to point to the clank, 
clank, clank of the pumps to convince the others that it 
would never cease, for the starboard pump was played out 
and it was only a question of time when they would all be 
caught like rats in a trap, and a leaky one at that, and it was 
time to leave while the leaving was good. 

It was finally agreed that in the mate’s watch (12 to 4 
A.M.) they would lower the captain’s gig, which was the only 
boat left that would float, and make a get-away. The cook 
was to have a barrel of hardbread and a ten-gallon keg filled 
with fresh water, handy to lower into the boat and “Dublin” 
volunteered to either gag or throw the mate overboard, 
while Carlson agreed to rig a tackle from the cross-jack yard 
while “Dublin” was taking care of the mate, so the others 
could sling the boat and put it over the side while he was 
coming down from aloft. 

It was a daring undertaking and I firmly believed those 
men wouldn’t hesitate at even murder should anything 
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thwart their plans. They were a disgruntled set, and worked 
up to such an extent that they were willing to take a chance 
at anything rather than stay aboard the ship any longer. But 
fortunately there was a cry from aloft, “Land ho! to 
wind’ard,” which the captain said was Bird’s Island. We ran 
up the pilot’s flag at the fore and not long after sighted a 
steamer coming to us. She proved to be the Rapid, from 
Newcastle, without coal enough to tow us to Sydney, but 
could take us to Newcastle. As much as the captain disliked 
to turn her down he explained that his interests lay in Syd- 
ney and that was where he was bound and nothing else would 
do, finally pursuading the captain of the Rapid to take a 
letter ashore. This he agreed to do and turned back to New- 
castle while we kept on our course towards Sydney, much to 
the disgust of the cook and other members of the crew. 

In a light wind we stood on our course and in the fore part 
of the afternoon the steamer Challenge, our old friend that 
towed us to sea from Newcastle, came alongside and took our 
hawser, when we immediately shortened sail, taking in 
everything except the fore-and-aft sails. 

It was my wheel in the afternoon, the sun shining brightly 
and the air quite warm. The captain paced the weather side 
of the poop and his dog Wag followed him until he found a 
warm spot beside the wheel box where, after turning around 
several times, he coiled up and lay down for a quiet snooze. 
Knowing that a good steamer had our hawser at last, the men 
entered into their work with renewed life. Light sails were 
neatly furled with a harbor stow and in rolling up the main- 
sail, with a toss of the bunt, there rang out on the still air, 
“Away-y-hey, O-h, Paddy can’t dive for his doors!” 

Wag jumped up, startled, as if he had been shot, and 
pointing his nose high in the air let out a yelp and a cry that 
ended in a sharp bark. I couldn’t help laughing and even the 
“Old Man” smiled, but quickly chased the smile away and 
with a growl said: “Hump! No wonder you bark! I’d bark 
myself if I was a dog. I wouldn’t stop at a bark either! I’d 
bite some old sailor and put new life into him!” 

It was a hard situation for me, at the wheel, for one is 
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not supposed to talk or even pay attention to another’s con- 
versation but to stand like a bump on a log and watch the 
compass. So I bit my lip and was forced to turn my head 
where I could smile without the captain seeing me. He, no 
doubt, was watching for he called, “Keep her straight, 
Fred!” and continued his walk as if nothing had occurred. 

There was no watch-and-watch that afternoon all hands 
being employed getting ready for port. Chains were run out 
of the hawsepipes and shackled to the anchors ready to let 
go upon arrival at Sydney. Here, it leaked out that the cook, 
“Dublin” and the two Swedes had concocted a scheme for 
deserting the ship which so enraged the mate that he swore 
he would have them all arrested as soon as the ship arrived; 
and then he began hazing them, giving them the most dis- 
agreeable work he could find. Toilets were scrubbed, masts 
slushed from masthead down, Irish pennants cleared, bunt- 
lines stopped, signal halliards rove—in fact, they were run- 
ning from truck to keelson for the rest of the day. 

At 12.30 a.m. we sighted Sydney Heads light and at 2.30 
A.M. the pilot came aboard and seeing our condition re- 
marked that if there ever was a “lame duck” entering port, 
the Akbar certainly had a right to that name. 

Everything went well until 3.30 a.m., when just inside 
the Heads we grounded and stuck fast while every swell 
lifted us up and we pounded the bottom in no gentle man- 
ner. There was the general cry from the mate, “Stand from 
under those yards!” which brought the cook on deck in his 
underclothes, very much excited, with teeth chattering and 
voice trembling, exclaiming: “Fo’ de lub o’? God! She’s 
gwine t? break in two! Take dis niggah asho’e befo’ she done 
bust wide open!” He was a general nuisance about the deck 
until the second mate took him in hand and told him to go 
below, saying he would call him in plenty of time before she 
broke up. 

The pilot assured us that we were on sandy bottom and 
that as the tide was flooding we would soon be afloat, but we 
pounded away until 4.30 a.m. before getting off. There was 
no material increase of the water in the hold and we went on 
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our way and were towed up to our old anchorage off Fort 
Dennison where we let go the port mud-hook and soon 
afterwards were told to go below. It was a welcome sound 
and all hands turned in pretty well used up. 

At eight o’clock we turned to again and it was discovered 
that the cook, “Dublin” and the two Swedes had made a 
“pier-head jump,” having stolen aboard the Challenge and 
been taken ashore. These men had all drawn their month’s 
advance in Newcastle so there was nothing due them from 
the ship and there wasn’t as much as a “donkey’s breakfast” 
left to show they had belonged to the crew. 

After breakfast the first thing was to pump her out. The 
brakes were shipped and for the last chantey we pumped 
her out to, 


Leave Her Jounny, Leave Her 
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For it’s time for us to leave her. 


Oh, the times are hard and the ship is old, 
And the water’s six feet in her hold. 


The starboard pump is like the crew, 
It’s all worn out and will not do. 


They made us pump all night and day, 
And we half dead had naught to say. 
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The winds were foul, the sea was high; 
We shipped them all and none went by. 


She’d neither steer, nor stay or wear, 
And so us sailors learned to swear. 


We swore by note, for want of more, 
But now we’re through and will go ashore. 


We'll pump her out, our best we’ll try, 
But we can never suck her dry. 


The rats have gone and we, the crew, 
It’s time, by God, that we went too. 


This so worked on the mind of little Billy that he wisely 
concluded he had seen all of the sea that he wanted and ac- 
cordingly asked the mate for his release, which was granted. 
The captain gave him a pound note and Billy left the ship 
that afternoon in the butcher’s boat, a very happy boy. 


CHAPTER- XIII 
THE PLEASURES OF SHORE LEAVE 


W* WERE employed during the day unbending the 
sails and stowing them below. On Saturday we sent 
down the upper fore-topsail and the topgallant and royal 
yards. We also sent down the fore-topgallant mast and un- 
bent the foresail and mainsail and rigged in the jib-boom. 
During the following week the ship was stripped of all 
yards. Everything came off of her except the main yard. 

As the foremast was sprung, we took all the rigging off 
the mast and all the yards were scraped and the seams filled 
with pitch and repainted, after which we crossed the main- 
topsail yards, cross-jack and mizzen-topsail yards. The 
lighter yards we kept on deck. The latter part of the week 
was very disagreeable, with chilly rains during which we 
chipped the rust from the chains and other iron work. 

On Monday, August 21, the steamer Mystery came 
alongside at eight o’clock and we hove the anchor up imme- 
diately, without a chantey, strange to say. The men were 
tired of chipping iron rust and not in good humor. 

After tripping the anchor we were towed up to Johnson’s 
Bay, intending to load our coal into an old hulk before going 
into the dry-dock, but with our usual bad luck we grounded 
before reaching the hulk. Casting off the steamer’s line we 
ran a line to the hulk and made fast through the night and 
the following morning warped alongside. The lumpers came 
off at noon and started to discharge our coal into the hulk 
and while getting ready for them, Locker, one of our crew, 
had some words with the second mate and finally drew his 
knife and shouted: “Damn you! [ll cut your heart out!” 

The second mate picked up an iron belaying-pin, to pro- 
tect himself, and both cursed and swore at each other as they 
walked around like two game cocks awaiting an opening to 
rush in. This lasted for five minutes before Locker put up 
his knife. The second mate threw down his belaying-pin and 
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Locker then called him a vile name. At this the second mate 
rushed in and struck him a blow with his fist that knocked 
Locker over the spars on deck and before he could get up 
the second mate had pummelled him unmercifully. Both of 
Locker’s eyes were closed and his nose was bleeding pro- 
fusely when he begged the second mate to let him up, plead- 
ing for mercy and promising to behave himself in future. 
With another sailor he went ashore that night and got drunk 
and was locked up. The next morning the captain saw him 
and paid him off. 

It took the lumpers until August 29 before they finished 
discharging, leaving about one hundred tons for stiffening, 
but the dry dock being in use, we were unable to take posses- 
sion until September 15. 

On the thirteenth, the Mystery retowed us up to Cockatoo 
Island, at the mouth of the Parramatta River, where we 
shackled our chain to a buoy in front of the Fitzroy Dry 
Dock. 

As early as 1857, Cockatoo Island was a penal establish- 
ment and the dock, 300 feet long by 59 feet wide and ac- 
commodating ships of twenty feet draft, was blasted out of 
a granite ledge by convict labor. 

Previous to that, in 1806, the citizens of Sydney were 
called upon to help fill in at other docks and a notice was 
put up on the fill: “All persons loitering about this work will 
be put to work at hard labor for the balance of the day.” It 
had a good effect, for “swagmen” (tramps) and “humping 
blueys” (bums) were too lazy to work and beat it to other 
parts of the country rather than shovel dirt with no pay. 

After the Akbar was hauled into dry dock she was trued 
by the tape at stem and stern and the sliding chocks hauled 
under the bilge and the pumps started. It took eleven hours 
to pump her dry. Three days were spent stripping off the 
copper. She was then caulked and recoppered while we sent 
down all the yards and the fore-topmast, putting them on 
deck, and housed the main and mizzen topmasts ready for 
the riggers. They offered to rerig the ship in wire, buying 
the old hemp rigging and giving $500 to boot, so a cable was 


284 Tue MakING OF A SAILOR 


sent the owners, in Boston, who gave their consent and Sep- 
tember 23 the riggers put up the shears for the foremast and 
bowsprit, most of the crew having left the ship. 

The water was let into the dry dock the afternoon of Sep- 
tember 24 and early the next morning the pilot came aboard 
and the steamer Breadalbane towed us down to Roundtree’s 
dry dock, Darling Harbor, Sydney, where we made her fast. 
There the riggers took out the foremast and bowsprit and 
the next day caulkers began caulking the side of the ship. 
The bowsprit having been repaired, we put it in again and 
unhung the rudder, which was found to be defective, so we 
were obliged to have another made. 

On October 4 they finished caulking the side and began on 
the decks, while we painted the side and worked in the main 
rigging. In cutting the topmast backstays, the riggers made a 
mistake of four feet, too short, and wanted to lengthen them 
with another piece, putting in a long splice which they 
claimed would never be noticed and be just as strong. Mr. 
Sanborn was confined to his room with his old trouble and 
Mr. Burris was unusually grouchy and refused to have it 
done, storming about the decks and picking rows with every- 
one he met. I counted five different rows he was in before 
the day was over. 

In those days splicing wire rigging was not generally 
known and the riggers agreed to teach both the mate and 
second mate if they would permit them to turn in the splice 
in the backstays. After a good deal of talking they finally 
agreed. The riggers took the backstays in between-decks 
where the work was carried on secretly, no one but the mates 
being permitted to see the work done; but at night the sec- 
ond mate took a piece of wire to my room where he taught 
me all that he knew. 

He and I began to be great pals, going ashore nights 
together to the different theaters. J. K. Emmitt, the Dutch 
comedian, with his great yodel, “Go to sleep my baby,” was 
then drawing crowded houses all over Australia. We heard 
him in Melbourne, in “Fritz,” and he was playing the same 
in Sydney. Just before knocking off work for the day Mr. 
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Sanborn said: “Fred, let’s go to the theater to-night. I be- 
lieve that it will do me good and drive away this headache.” 
The mate was standing close by and overheard the conversa- 
tion. 

At four bells, when we quit work, I rushed to the galley 
for some hot water to give myself a harbor washdown. My 
head was all in a lather of soap when the mate came up, say- 
ing, “Are you intending to go ashore to-night?” 

I replied that I was, whereupon he turned to me in a low 
voice and said: “I am thinking of going ashore myself and 
if I do, you can’t go. See!” 

This put a damper on my going and IJ quietly finished 
washing my face and hands and went to the galley for my 
dinner. I took my time in finishing and while sitting on my 
sea chest, in full view of the cabin, Mr. Sanborn came out 
all dressed up. Seeing that I was still eating my dinner, he 
came to the door and said: “Hurry up, Fred! We want to 
get to the theater in time to get a seat.” 

I told him of what the mate said to me and he exclaimed, 
“Oh, hell!” and saying nothing more walked to his room 
and took off his shore clothes. 

Soon the mate appeared and stood on top of the rail at 
the companion ladder, looking first at me and then glancing 
at the cabin door waiting for Mr. Sanborn to come out. 
Finally he called, “Come on, Mr. Sanborn, if you are going 
ashore!” Whereupon the second mate, dressed in his old 
clothes, stuck his head out of the door. 

“Why! I thought you were going ashore!” exclaimed the 
mate. 

“Well, I was, but now I’m not,” said Mr. Sanborn. 

I could have beaten a tattoo on my tin pan, ff, but know- 
ing the mate I knew he would pay me back, with interest, if 
he saw me in a cheerful mood, so I quietly turned my face 
while he slowly walked down the companion ladder to the 
dock below, and I could hear his stiff ankles scuffling over 
the rough planks as he made his way up the dock. 

After the sound died away the second mate came to my 
room and asked if I had heard him answer the mate. He 
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smiled to think the mate had to go ashore all alone. “Never 
mind, Fred!” said he. “We’ll take it in some other night.” 

On account of rainy weather we didn’t go to the theater 
until Saturday night and although it rained all day we con- 
cluded to go, regardless. The theater was packed to over- 
flowing and was close and stuffy. A small baby, in its 
mother’s arms, was nearly overcome with heat and cried in- 
cessantly after the curtain went down on the first act. Two 
or three other babies followed suit so that the ushers, selling 
candy and chewing gum, raised their voices in order to be 
heard. Standing-room was at a premium and the overflow 
crowded over halfway down the aisles where the ushers 
elbowed themselves through with great difficulty, shouting: 
“Tollies! Lollies! Who'll buy the next box o’ fresh lollies,” 
etc. The hum and buzz of the audience gradually grew 
louder, each trying to be heard above his neighbor, until the 
noise in the parquet became a perfect bedlam. 

On raising the curtain for the second act, the buzz of the 
audience and the cry of “lollies” stopped but the babies kept 
right on. The actors tried to make themselves heard and 
finally the babies ceased, except the one that first began cry- 
ing, and finally the Gallery Gods began shouting: 

“T say! take it aout!” “Subdue that child!” “Stiffle it!” 
etc. An overgrown youth, with a second mate’s voice, 
shouted, “Sit on it!” The poor woman at last arose, amid the 
shouting, but as the aisles were filled with people standing, 
she couldn’t get out. The show stopped until she finally 
reached the foyer where she fainted and there was a stam- 
pede to see if she had died with heart disease or not, but the 
men in attendance shouting, “Give her air,” finally quieted 
the mob and the play went on. 

After the theater we started down King Street, in the rain, 
elbowing ourselves through the crowd, and on reaching the 
corner of the street the second mate called, “Good night, 
Fred.” I turned to see what he meant and caught a glimpse 
of a blonde dame becketing him by the “fore lift,” and they 
scudded across the street, both under an umbrella. The sec- 
ond mate was as ungainly under an umbrella as a hobo in the 
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Queen’s chariot. It rather took me aback, for I had not seen 
her making any overtures, neither had he let on that he’d 
made a mash on the woman. She evidently knew her man 
and took him in tow, leaving me aground on the corner, so I 
si my way back to the ship alone and turned in for the 
night 

I hadn’t been asleep very long before I heard the second 
mate’s voice—“Fred! Fred! wake up!” and like a good 
sailor, answered with a jump, “Aye, aye, sir!” landing on 
deck and reaching for my trousers, half-awake, for I thought 
I had a call to shorten sail. The second mate sat on my sea 
chest, laughing heartily. 

“Turn in,” said he, “It isn’t your watch on deck.” And he 
chuckled and laughed, holding his sides. “I want to tell you 
what happened. I had a hell of a time with that blonde dame 
I quit you for.” And then he unfolded his yarn. 

“She took me to her room, a couple of blocks away, sit 
quietly locked the door. ‘It’ll cost you a sovereign to stay 
here,’ she said, ‘and I always ask for my money in advance.’ 

“T gave her the sovereign and she turned out the light, 
bidding me turn in. I soon found that I had picked up an 
hermaphrodite, so I got up and dressed, while she remon- 
strated and said if I left the room she would expose me. I 
found a match and lighted the kerosene lamp and demanded 
the key, but she refused to give it to me. I saw her pocket- 
book on the bureau and at the same time she jumped for it. 
I caught her arm and took it away from her, putting the 
sovereign in my pocket, whereupon she began screaming at 
the top of her voice: ‘Murder! Murder! This man is taking 
advantage of me.’ I tried to gag her but she fought like a 
tiger, all the time calling for help. I couldn’t open the door 
and soon someone tried the door from outside, demanding 
what was going on. ‘Help! Help!’ she shouted. 

“They began breaking in the door and I rushed to the 
back window, which was partly raised. About ten feet below 
was the roof of a shed. Just as the door gave way and two 
men rushed into the room, I threw up the window and 
jumped out on the wet roof below. Both feet slid out from 
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under and I landed on my back, bouncing off the roof to the 
ground below in the alley, while she called: ‘Murder! Mur- 
der! Catch that man!’ etc. 

“JT hadn’t hat or coat and luckily I wasn’t hurt when I slid 
into the alley; regaining my feet I ran as fast as I could. 

“T heard her yell, ‘If I ever catch you on the street, Pll 
expose you, you 

“With no hat or coat I ee dare to go on the main 
street and coming to the first crossing, a policeman stopped 
me and asked where I was going and where I came from. I 
said I was just running across the street to dodge the rain- 
drops; my wife was sick and I was going after medicine. The 
story worked and I got by with it and here I am. 

“T?1] have to watch my step when I go up town again, for 
if this woman ever sets eyes on me I’I1 have to tack ship in a 
hurry, for she’s got a dirty tongue. If her language to-night 
is any criterion, believe me! I'll cut and run before laying 
to, to hear what she’s got to say. Pll hope I never see her 
again for she’s a dirty slut and not in my class.” 

We laughed together while he told of his adventure and 
he didn’t go to his room until the wee small hours. 

The riggers taking full charge, those of the crew who 
wanted to leave were paid off. Andy went with the others 
and Jim Dunn and Dick were the only men left in the fore- 
castle. The next night I went ashore and after walking 
around looking at the shop windows, went back to the ship 
pretty well tired out. Just as I reached the dock, Jim was 
going ashore. 

“What are you going ashore for at this time of the 
night?” I asked. 

“Come along with me and I?ll show you and give you a 
good time.” 

I did not want to be steered into a travesty, like the second 
mate, and so refused to go. 

“Oh, come along, Fred!” he said. “We?ll go up Cumber- 
land Street to the ‘Sailors Return.’ Little Andy was paid off 
with quite a bunch of money and the stingy cuss hasn’t spent 
a cent. ’m going up and make him loosen up. We won’t get 
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drunk; let the others do that. We’ll just have a little night- 
cap on Andy and come right back again.” 

On the promise that he would come right back, I agreed 
to go. We found the whole crew there. Brooks, who swore he 
was through with boozing, was stretched out on the floor in 
one corner of the saloon, blind drunk. Poor fellow! He 
probably was shanghaied again and God only knows if he 
ever reached Brooklyn again. Most of the boys were drunk 
—half-seas over—and after shaking hands with them, Jim 
eae having a drink on him. But Mike, one of the crew, 
said: 

“Your money’s no good! Put it up and have one on me. 
We’ve all got money left and it’s a poor shipmate that can’t 
set em up while he has money.” Everybody wanted to be a 
good fellow and they took us by the elbows and pushed us 
up to the bar. 

Jim looked around and said: “Where’s Andy? Oh, there 
he is! Come on Andy!” But Andy was nearly helpless and 
couldn’t get out of his chair, so Jim lifted him up and walked 
him to the bar where Andy showed his appreciation by want- 
ing to shake hands with everyone. 

A couple of rounds put the finishing touches on Andy and 
he was carried to a chair in the corner beside Brooks. Jim 
braced him in his chair, so he couldn’t fall out, and asked the 
others if he had been a good scout, keeping up his end with 
the drinks. They all said that he hadn’t, although he never 
refused to drink when asked. 

“Then it’s time he treated,” said Jim. “Come on boys! 
Andy’s got plenty of money, for he’s been with the ship 
ever since we left Boston and I don’t know of a single time 
when he’s shouted. Let’s go through his clothes and find it. 
It?ll be a good lark.” 

Entering into the spirit of it, they felt in all his pockets. 
While taking off his coat and vest, Andy lost his balance and 
fell to the floor, where they rolled him over against Brooks. 
The inside pockets and lining of his coat and vest revealed 
nothing. Then Jim suggested taking off his shoes and they 
didn’t stop at his shoes. Even his socks were taken off and 
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turned wrong side out; but Andy had his money where it 
was safe from these wolves and they finally gave up in 
despair. 

“Oh, well!” Jim said, “Weve had a lot of fun with him 
anyway. Come on boys and have a drink on me and then P11 
go aboard ship.” 

After the “nightcap” we bade them good-night. Under 
the next lamp post Jim put out his hand displaying two gold 
sovereigns. 

“Pretty, ain’t they?” said he. “Do you know where I got 
em? Mike took off one of Andy’s shoes and I took off the 
other. When I pulled off his shoe, both sovereigns rolled 
into my hand and I slipped them into my pocket and kept 
right on searching for more without saying anything to the 
others.” Jim laughed and chuckled to himself as he told 
how he had slipped it over the others. 

“Of course you’ll give them to Andy when he sobers up,” 
said I. 

Jim stopped and rolled up his eyelid, saying: “Look into 
me eye and see if you can see anything green there. What! 
Me give up these sovereigns? Not on your sweet life! When 
he sobers up he’ll never know he had ’em. Yous don’t know 
the ways of sailors. Besides, I?ll be his banker and use the 
money to treat the others. He’s sponged on us fellows long 
enough. The stingy pup!” 

He reasoned that sailors only went to sea for a grand time 
at the end of the voyage. A day or two made no difference to 
them when it came to spending the money, for they were 
drunk from the first night ashore, spending money freely 
and keeping no account of the money spent. When it was 
gone, the sailor’s boarding house would tell them in time to 
hunt for another ship and he might as well have the sover- 
eigns as the sailor’s boarding house. 

The boss rigger said to me the next morning, “Fred, you 
must have a queer country in America.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why, I was reading in a San Francisco paper last night, 
that a burglar entered the room of a man fast asleep, who 
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had a gun under his pillow. Now, that’s a queer way for a 
man to sleep, with a gun under his head. Not very com- 
fortable, I should say. Why the bloody hell did he put it 
under his head when he could just as well stand it in the 
corner? The bloody burglar, it would seem, must of made 
a lot of noise, doan’t sher knaow! Very bunglesome! For he 
woke up the man and the man shoved the gun right in his 
face and said, ‘You git!’ and the burglar said, ‘You bet!’ and 
quietly crawled back out of the window. Now, that’s a queer 
way of talking, isn’t it?” 

I agreed with him that it was. 

A young fellow named Joe McCarty, hailing from South 
Boston and about twenty-two years of age, signed articles a 
day or two later and brought his dunnage aboard. Upon 
learning that he was from Boston, we got to be quite 
chummy and asking my name, he said: 

“Farlow? I used to know a sort of a city missionary, in 
South Boston, when I was a boy, by that name. He used to 
visit the sick in the poor district where I lived; but I guess 
he’s no relation of yours.” 

I told him that that Harlow was my uncle, whereupon he 
shook hands warmly and said: “Your uncle was one of the 
best-hearted men I ever knew. Many a time he brought 
food to my poor old mother, who was up against it before 
she died, and also sent a doctor to care for her. I haven’t 
forgot his kindness and one of these days I’m going to pay 
him back with interest for what he did.” 

Joe said that he had been going to sea ever since he was 
thirteen years old, mostly in fishermen; backing and filling 
from one schooner to another, without saving a cent, when 
he decided to try deep water. So he shipped in the Golden 
Crown, an English bark, for Teneriffe, Canary Islands. She 
was a “lime-juicer” of the old type—poor grub and worse 
treatment and upon arrival he jumped her and signed on 
the American bark Catalpa, a whaler, thinking he would be 
where he couldn’t get ashore and where he could save 
money. 
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“Catalpa, I said. “I have heard of that ship but can’t 
place her.” 

“If you have been in Australia any length of time, you 
probably saw where she rescued six Fenians, last April, at 
Fremantle, on the West Coast.” 

I then remembered that the Melbourne papers gave an 
account of the rescue. 

“When I signed on in Teneriffe,” continued Joe, “We 
cleared for La Platte but we kept on sailing for Australia 
and although a couple of whales had been taken, a lookout 
was kept at the masthead, continually, and although we 
raised whales time and again, no effort was made to get 
them. There were only three of us in the fo’c’sle that could 
talk English. There were Malays, Kanakas, Dagos and all 
sorts of men. The worst set of men I was ever with and I 
made up my mind that if ever I got ashore I’d desert the 
ship and upon arrival at Bunbury, when the captain and mate 
were ashore, us three that could talk English, lowered the 
boat and pulled for shore. The second mate on hearing the 
falls, as we lowered, ran to the side and called us back but we 
pulled for our lives for shore. He then ran up the police 
flag, which was seen ashore and the police were waiting for 
us as we landed. One big buck used me too rough and I hit 
him in the mouth with my fist, but he used his billy and I 
woke up in jail. The other two were taken back to the ship. 

“When the bark cleared for Fremantle and the news be- 
came known that she had rescued the Fenians, I was con- 
sidered a pretty good man for deserting such a ship and they 
gave me a light sentence of seven days for assault. On get- 
ting out of the cooler, I shipped in a coaster for Newcastle, 
via Adelaide, Melbourne and Sydney. Shipping was light at 
Adelaide and Melbourne, with American ships, for these 
were the only ones I wanted to get into and on our arrival in 
Sydney, the Akbar was the first ship I tried and here I am, 
tickled to death to be in a ship that will some day reach 
Boston.” 

One Sunday, Joe and I took a walk ashore and going down 
Macquarie street we came to a high, iron fence which en- 
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closed a house, standing by itself in a park, beautifully laid 
out with well-kept lawns and shrubbery. A road of white 
powdered granite surrounded the house, which widened to a 
broad driveway to the street, some one hundred yards away, 
through a high arch in the iron fence. On either side of the 
driveway were arches for pedestrians and a sentry walked 
back and forth bearing a rifle at “shoulder arms.” 

“Let’s go in, Joe, and see the grounds,” said I; where- 
upon we both walked through the arch about fifty feet when 
we were quickly brought up with a “round turn,” by the 
sentry who exclaimed: 

“Fi, there, you fellows! Let’s see your permit!” 

Explaining that we were sailors ashore, sight-seeing, and 
had no permit, he said, “This is the Governor’s House and 
I caun’t allow you to pauss, you knaow, without a line of the 
pen.” So we viewed the residence and surroundings through 
the iron fence and walked around to the Botanic Gardens, on 
the east side of Circular Quay, where in early days the con- 
victs cooked their evening meal. 

It was a beautiful, warm, sunny day and the people were 
out in crowds—women with their baby carriages and men 
wearing cork hats. Some of the boys wore straw hats. Both 
men and boys wore a kind of a linen sash, from under the 
brim of the hat, behind, that looked like the end of a hand 
towel, hemmed in red or embroidered silk with lace ends 
that fell over their shoulders. Whether this served to brush 
the mosquitoes away or whether it was a mark of dress, I 
didn’t ask; but all well-dressed Australians wore the sash, 
both in Melbourne and Sydney, it being quite the fashion in 
those days. 

In the evening, after supper, Joe and I took another walk 
over the hill to Upper Fort street and down George street 
on the west side. Passing the Seaman’s Bethel, the evening 
services were just beginning. The windows were open and 
the strains of music increased in volume as we approached. 
But it was the words of the song that struck us full in the 
face, taking the wind out of our sails and setting us both 
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aback. We both stood still, across the street from the Bethel, 
while they sang these words: 


Brightly beams our Father’s mercy, 
From his lighthouse ever more, 
But to us he gives the keeping, 
Of the lights along the shore. 


Cuorus 
Let the lower lights be burning! 
Send a gleam across the wave! 
Some poor fainting, struggling seaman 
You may rescue, you may save. 


Dark the night of sin has settled, 
Loud the angry billows roar; 
Eager eyes are watching, longing, 
For the lights along the shore. 


(Chorus) 


Trim your feeble lamp, my brother: 
Some poor sailor tempest-tost, 
Trying now to make the harbor, 
In the darkness may be lost. 


(Chorus) 


I looked at Joe and he looked at me, saying: “That’s 
mighty fine music, Fred. Let’s stop and hear it.” 

“Let’s go in,” I said to him. 

“All right!” and we squared away across the street but 
before we got across he said: 

“Fold on, Fred! This is a Protestant institution and I am 
a Catholic.” 

Then the chorus broke out afresh: “Let the lower lights 
be burning. Send a gleam across the wave.” 

“Those are sailor words,” said he. “Oh, all right! The 
priest won’t know it; take the lead and I?ll follow.” 
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Going through the doors to the vestibule Joe asked where 
the holy water was kept for he did not see any. He was sur- 
prised to learn that Protestant churches didn’t use it. 

For Joe’s benefit I led him upstairs to the balcony where 
we could overlook the congregation without being too con- 
spicuous and we were lucky enough to find seats, for the 
Mission was crowded to overflowing soon after. 

It was a special song service, with a fine pipe organ, which 
was well played. The minister in charge was full of pep and 
urged all to make a noise, whether they could sing or not. 
Giving out the hymn number he would sometimes say: 
“Now, everybody stand up and bear a hand. When you sing 
a chantey aboard ship, you come in on the chorus without 
being told. Make yourself think you’re on the topsail hal- 
liards and bowse away on the chorus of this hymn.” 

This tickled Joe. Scanning the congregation we could see 
there were old men and young, interspersed with ladies 
dressed in bright colors. There were apprentices from the 
different English ships in port, in their bright uniforms, but 
Joe and I, in our flannel shirts, without white collars, took 
a back seat. 

A swell-looking girl, with a good, strong voice, sitting 
next to Joe, shared her songbook with him, quickly finding 
the different hymns and taking particular pains to point out 
to him the page and the line being sung. There were familiar 
pieces such as “The Sweet By-and-By,” “Hold the Fort,” 
etc., and Joe finally found his voice and followed her with a 
fine tenor. No one could help singing under such conditions 
and the evening passed altogether too quickly. 

After the service the young lady introduced herself as 
Miss Hopkins and seemed to take a great deal of interest in 
us on finding that we were from an American ship. Apolo- 
gizing, that we were not dressed for church but simply ran 
in to hear the music, she shook hands with us warmly, say- 
ing: “A man is known by his deeds and not his clothes. ’m 
glad that you came in and I hope next Sunday I shall find 
you both here. I’ll save these two seats for you for I want to 
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hear your voices again. We make quite a trio and I enjoyed 
every song. Do come again,” she entreated. 

We both promised that we would come next Sunday and 
going to the ship, Joe commented on the services as the best 
time he ever had, saying if Miss Hopkins were to be there, 
next Sunday would find him close by her side. But alas!— 
next Sunday found us at anchor in the stream, with no 
liberty. 

On Wednesday the steamer Breadalbane took us in tow 
from Roundtree’s dock, over to Johnson’s Bay, to the old 
hulk, where in very disagreeable weather and blowing a gale 
from the south’ard the lumpers reloaded our coal in six 
days. The riggers bent all our sails and November 1, Jim 
and I went ashore, with the captain, to sign the protest, at 
which time the crew signed articles but didn’t come aboard 
until two days later when the mate again asserted himself 
by “rowing” with the different men, to show his authority 
and, as usual, fooled no one but himself. 

The next day the Mystery took us in tow and with a fall- 
ing barometer we dropped our port anchor again, off Fort 
Dennison. Here we remained at anchor until November 14, 
during which time all the chafing-gear was put on, the run- 
ning rigging rove off and the paint-work scrubbed until the 
Akbar resembled a yacht, for cleanliness. 

November 9 was the Prince of Wales’s birthday and all 
ships in the harbor were decorated with flags and bunting. 
We ran up the Stars and Stripes and were given the after- 
noon off as a holiday, but not permitted to go ashore. I got 
busy with a hook and line, in the main channels, and caught 
enough small mackerel for all hands. No sooner did the 
hook strike the water than a fish fastened itself on the line. 
All the men who could raise a hook and line, were soon over 
the side in the same manner. The mackerel were a little 
larger than a good-sized smelt and it would have been great 
sport to catch them with a pole. As it was, we had no fault 
to find and enjoyed the afternoon immensely. 


CHAPTER XIV 
AMERICAN SHIPS AND ENGLISH SAILORS 


HE Mystery came alongside at 2.30 p.m. on November 

14; the pilot came aboard at three and the captain an 

hour later. The anchor having been “hove short” it was im- 

mediately tripped and we got under way and were outside at 

five-thirty, when the steamer left us and with a southwest 

wind we steered an east-northeast course, with all sail set, 
sailing full and by. 

On account of the lateness of the year, in which light 
winds and calms abound in Torres Straits and about New 
Guinea and other islands inhabited by cannibals and pirates, 
the captain considered it unwise to attempt going through the 
Straits and took the southern route, south of Tasmania and 
up the west coast of Australia. 

Not much happened of interest, outside of the regular 
routine aboard ship, except that we had our usual run of 
gales off the southern coast and while the Akbar was a much 
better sea boat than when leaving Newcastle, yet she shipped 
plenty of water, although recaulked and recoppered. While 
on the starboard tack we made three or four inches per hour 
and “rig the pumps” was not a strange sound. On the port 
tack she was not so bad. “Leaking just enough to keep her 
sweet,” said the captain. 

We got a very good crew in Sydney. Joe was in my watch 
and we continued to be great pals. Frank Stanwood, an ordi- 
nary seaman hailing from Gardiner, Maine, occupied the 
room with me. He sailed from Boston in the barkentine 
Abdul-Kadir, for Auckland, New Zealand, where he left 
and came to Sydney by steamer. He was in the second mate’s 
watch and we grew to be great friends. 

Besides Joe, there was a big, burly Englishman—Dick; 
and a well-educated American—Williams, who claimed he 
had been mate and master but, like Brooks, whiskey downed 
him every time he got ashore. He was also a big man and 
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very conceited. Then there was a little Irishman~—Dan; and 
a young fellow—“Cockney,” who, without exception, was 
the most ignorant person I ever met. He wanted me to teach 
him his A, B, C’s. Someone had taught him to write his 
name—Richard Dunn—and he did very well, but it took 
him more than five minutes to write it. When I asked him 
if he could spell, he replied: “Yes, some words; but what 
puzzles me is God and Dog. I know by spelling one of ’em 
backwards it’s the other. But, damn me! I don’t know how 
to start either of ’em.” I spent a week, in the dogwatch, try- 
ing to teach him his letters and finally gave it up as hopeless. 

In another ship he was in the sailors told of a floating 
island in China that was suspended in the air. He asked me 
if I had ever seen it and on telling him that I had not he 
began to enlighten me, telling of the queer persons aloft 
that did not dare to go near the edge without grabbing a 
grommet to hold on to. Not having any water to bathe in the 
dirt was caked on so thick that they couldn’t be recognized. 
“Now how the bloody hell could anyone shin up there t’ 
see?” he asked. 

I couldn’t enlighten him never having seen the island. 

When we were off King George’s Sound, a heavy squall 
struck us and carried away all three topgallant sails and 
parted the jib sheet. Before we got the jib down three 
breadths of canvas were whipped out. The squall lasted 
three hours. Two days later the wind increased to a gale and 
with a heavy sea running we shipped much water. 

December 14 was cloudy with passing heavy rain showers, 
the wind from the northwest. We had two men at the wheel 
and at eight bells (midnight) she kicked so hard that the 
helm (an iron tiller four inches square at the rudder-head) 
was lashed and the wheel put in beckets. At two bells (1 
A.M.) she kicked so hard that the tiller broke, six inches from 
the rudder-head, and we were forced to hold her by hand. 

I was glad when four bells were struck, relieving us, for 
my arms and legs were sore, trying to hold the wheel. One 
minute she would kick down and the man on the opposite 
side would be lifted bodily off his feet and thrown half over 
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the wheel and vice versa. It was the most disagreeable night 
I ever spent at the wheel. 

On December 19 we were off Cape Leewin and held our 
own, in fine weather, until Christmas when we had a general 
holiday. The steward, a bright young fellow who joined the 
ship in Sydney, was a well-educated chap, claiming his an- 
cestors were from the nobility, but hated himself and was 
ashamed to go home because he couldn’t make good, being 
continually drunk while ashore. He became very chummy 
with Frank and me and on Sunday afternoons he would 
come to our room to “swap lies.” On this Christmas he began 
telling us how the English, as a rule, dropped the h’s, etc., 
but “You never hear me doing it,” said he. 

A few minutes later he told of the administrator dividing 
his father’s estate among the different heirs, being particular 
to sound the 4. I couldn’t resist calling his attention to the 
pronunciation and smilingly asked him to repeat his last 
sentence. 

He saw my drift and replied: “I know what I’m saying. 
Heirs! H-e-i-r-s,” spelling the word and emphasizing each 
letter loudly. 

Frank and I gave him a good-natured, merry, ha-ha! and 
I had to get the dictionary to convince him. He laughed it 
off by saying: “This doesn’t prove anything. You’ve got an 
American dictionary. Why don’t you get an English book? 
Get the Imperial Dictionary.” 

We joshed back and forth until Frank finally pushed him 
out of the room, when the steward said: “Come out and Pll 
show you the way we Briton’s use our dukes. Pll give you 
some free lessons in the art of boxing.” 

“Not on your life,” said Frank. “I don’t know anything 
about boxing.” 

“Come on,” said the steward. “It’s time you learned and 
you can’t begin any younger. I won’t hurt you.” 

On the promise that the steward would not hit him too 
hard, Frank consented to be shown. 

“J?1] teach you the Marquis of Queensbury rules,” said 
he. “Put your left foot forward until it touches my toe and 
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with your left hand extended and your right in front of your 
chest, even with your left elbow—this is your first position. 
Now, then! What you want to do is to hit me on the nose.” 

The sentence was hardly ended before Frank launched 
out his left, quick as lightning, hitting the steward squarely 
on the nose; then turning around he ran with the steward 
after him. Frank jumped on the rail and ran up the main 
rigging with the steward at his heels. Reaching the futtock 
shrouds he didn’t have time to go over the top so swung over 
to the main yard. The steward was not used to this perform- 
ance and took his time in catching hold of the running rig- 
ging, for a swing, and by the time he was on the yard, Frank 
went to lw’ard and was on deck before the steward got off the 
yard. On regaining the deck the steward complained that his 
heart was beating excessively. He was troubled with heart 
complaint and shouldn’t have tried to run up the rigging. If 
it had not been for his weak heart he never would have 
shipped as steward. He said he loved the sea and wanted to 
be a sailor and hoped some day that his heart would permit 
him to go aloft. He had never been higher than the top, 
where he had to lie down until his heart stopped beating so 
hard. 

This ended the sport for the afternoon and we sailed 
lazily along until New Year’s Day when, in cloudy and 
threatening weather, we raised Prince’s Island and laid off- 
shore until midnight; then squared away for the Straits of 
Sunda. We passed Cockatoo Island early in the morning and 
were off Angier Point at noon, dropping our port anchor in 
twelve fathoms of water between Maneater’s and Horn is- 
lands, at five o’clock, on account of light head winds. 

After supper Frank and I were watching the land, when 
the steward came up, saying: “Boys, do you know, this isn’t 
a bad ship at all? I’ve always heard that an American ship 
one must steer clear of unless you want to be kicked about 
like a dog by the officers. I didn’t remember signing on this 
ship and the next day I had my doubts about sailing in her 
and if we hadn’t been anchored in the stream I would have 
jumped her. But I couldn’t get ashore so I slept with a 
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revolver under my pillow at night and carried it in my hip 
pocket all day, for a week, expecting at any minute to be 
knocked down by one of the mates; and I made up my mind 
that if any mate ever attempted a rough-house with me, I’d 
shoot. But so far I have not been molested. Why! this ship 
is a palace beside some of the ships I’ve been in and I don’t 
believe all the tales told by the Britons are half true. I wish 
that some of the crews I’ve been with could look at the table 
set in this ship. Their mouths would water, sure.” 

It has always been a mystery with me why American ships 
are so shunned by the Britons. It is true, that in the ’60’s, 
some of the flash clipper ships had a hard name and, like 
their passages, made a record for brutality as well. But not 
any more so than the Scotchman, Dutch or even the English. 
I remember a second mate, named Bartlett, who made his 
boast that the last man out of the fo’c’sle was always a target 
for his boot and while in the Black Hawk, a Boston ship, he 
and the mate stood on each side of the gangplank when a 
new crew was shipped and when coming aboard they were 
initiated by a blow on the side of the head that knocked them 
down and they were told, “We want you fellows to under- 
stand that we are the officers aboard this ship!” Whether 
the man was drunk or sober (for all were served alike) he 
was left to wonder just how far he could go with the mates 
before getting another introduction. No doubt it had its 
merits with some, but that day has gone by. 

I told Frank and the steward what Mr. Sanborn had told 
me, one night in Sydney, of a voyage when he was at Port- 
land, Oregon, anchored in the Willamette River. In his 
words: “We had a crew of niggers. The smartest set of men 
I ever had. I had those fellows trained so that when an order 
was given they’d beat hell a mile to be the first at the tops’! 
brace or in the rigging. 

“We were washing down decks one morning in the month 
of January and the ice in the river was drifting downstream. 
One big buck stood on the rail drawing water with a bucket, 
for the deck-pump was froze up. He had the lanyard fas- 
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tened with a half-hitch in an eye-bolt in the rail. I told him 
to take another hitch before he lost the bucket. 

“All right, sah! I’m a-watchin’ it, sah,’ said he, and he 
kept on drawing water. I noticed that with every dip the 
hitch loosened up, so I said: 

“ ‘Tf you lose that bucket you’ll jump overboard after it,’ 
and we went on with the scrubbing. Soon after he shouted: 
‘Git me a boat-hook, quick! The bucket’s done got away 
from me.’ 

“T sung out, ‘Git t’ hell over the side after it, damn 
quick!’ 

“Now I had no idea of his doing it, but he called, ‘Aye, 
aye, sah!? and overboard he jumped into the icy water. He 
wasn’t much of a swimmer and nearly drowned. I threw a 
rope to him which he caught and held on to but he was un- 
able to swim much and swallowed half the water in the Wil- 
lamette before we got a bowline under him and when we got 
him on deck he was so chilled that he had spasm after spasm 
and we had to send him to the hospital. Not long afterwards 
I was arrested for cruelty and the next morning the daily 
paper, the Portland Oregon, came out in big headlines: 
ANOTHER SEA-Mownster Caprurep! It cost the ship $500 
to clear me and every nigger quit the ship and we had a hell 
of a time getting another crew. The Akbar was so well ad- 
vertised that she was called ‘a hell ship’ and it was impossible 
to get a black or white man to come aboard in Portland so we 
towed down to Astoria where we finally got another crew 
after laying there a whole month.” 

It was a satisfaction to know that we could turn in for an 
all-night’s sleep without being called at eight bells, but we 
were routed out at 5.30 a.m. to heave up anchor and got 
under way at 6.30 a.m., with all sail set, in a light breeze 
from the northwest. 

“Cockney” took the wheel at eight o’clock, but soon got 
in bad with the “old man,” for stargazing. I was coiling up 
the ropes on the poop when the captain called: “Fred, come 
and take the wheel! This man will have us ashore if he stays 
here much longer. He’s made a half-dozen S’s in as many 
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minutes and with this wind I want someone that can keep 
her straight.” 

Taking the course from “Cockney”—“Full and by” the 
captain added: “Full and by, means keep her as near the 
wind as you can. Do you see that point of land off the lee 
bow? We’ve got to weather it on this tack. Now see what 
you can do.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” I replied. “I?ll watch her, sir!”? and watch 
her I did, clearing the point nicely. Instead of being relieved 
again he let me steer the balance of “Cockney’s” trick as well 
as my own, giving me an opportunity to view the Island of 
Java as we sailed past Batavia. 

We passed Cheribon, Java, on January 4, 1877, and the 
next day wore ship off the Island of Madura, laying “off and 
on” until morning. 

Having no pilot we furled jibs, topgallant sails and main- 
sails in squally, rainy weather, heaving the “dipsey-lead” 
(deep-sea lead) every four hours. This was done by bring- 
ing the ship into the wind with little or no headway. The 
line was coiled neatly in a tub placed abreast the main rig- 
ging. The end of the line was carried to windward, outside 
of everything, forward to the cat-head where it was bent to 
a 25-pound lead, conical in shape, with a cavity in the end 
filled with tallow or soap, so that when the lead struck the 
bottom the tallow picked up the kind of ground, whether 
mud, sand or rocks. 

One man holds the lead, for heaving, with another in the 
fore channels and another in the main, each with a coil of 
the line in his hand, while one of the mates stands by to take 
the depth. When all is ready, he calls, “Stand by! Heave!” 
The man with the lead sings out, “Watch, oh! Watch!” and 
drops the lead and each man, in turn, as the line runs out, 
calls, “Watch, oh! Watch!” When the lead finally brings up 
at the bottom the mate in charge takes the depth as shown by 
the line. It is then put in a snatch block, hauled on board and 
coiled neatly in the tub again and the ship fills away again 
according to the depth shown by the lead-line. The length 
of a “dipsey-line” is usually one hundred fathoms. 
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The hand-lead, for depths of less than twenty fathoms, 
weighs about seven pounds and is bent to a line 25 to 35 
fathoms long. Like the deep-sea lead it is conical in shape 
with a cavity in the end filled with tallow or soap. The hand- 
lead line is marked for showing the depth of water as fol- 
lows: 


At 2 fathoms, a leather with two tails. 
3 fathoms, a leather with three tails. 
5 fathoms, a white rag. 
7 fathoms, a red rag. 
10 fathoms, a leather with a hole in it. 
13 fathoms, a blue rag. 
15 fathoms, a white rag. 
17 fathoms, a red rag. 
20 fathoms, a piece of cord with two knots in it. 


There are nine marks on the hand-lead line. All other 
fathoms are called “deeps,” 7.2., I, 4, 6,85 9; 11,112,.04,s10; 
18 and 19 fathoms—r1 in all. 

In sounding with the hand- 
lead line, a man stands in the 
weather main channels and 
throws the lead forward, 
while the ship has headway 
on. If the lead strikes the bot- 
tom as the white rag touches 
the water, he sings out, “By 
_ the mark, five!” etc. If the 
water deepens on the next 
throw, he calls, “By the deep, 
eight!” etc., and if he judges 
the depth a quarter or a half 
— .more, onithe next heavesic 
== “calls, “Anda tguarte; aor 
“And a half, eight!” etc., and 
if eight and three-quarters, he 
calls, “Quarter, less nine!” 
and so on, according to the 
HEAVING THE LEAD depth of water. 
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Early Friday, January 5, we wore ship and headed for 
the land, steering south with everything set except the 
royals, but drifted to lu’ard of Pondy Island. We tacked 
ship every four hours, bringing up in the same spot and with 
variable westerly winds were unable to beat six miles to 
windward. But on Monday we got a light wind from west- 
northwest and ran through Sapuda Straits and came to an 
anchor in seven fathoms, opposite Pondy Island, furling 
the sails for the night. 

As the night shut in the lights twinkled along the shore 
and we heard weird music—sounding cymbals and the mo- 
notonous tinkling of bells. The natives ashore were evi- 
dently having a jollification of some sort for they kept it up 
until midnight. 

We got under way at seven, in fine weather, to beat up 
Madura Straits. Taking advantage of every cat’s-paw we 
tacked and clubbed about several times during the watch. 
All went well until that evening when we ran into a rain 
squall. The main tack, having been taken direct to the pin- 
rail, was forgotten and with the order to “Stand by the royal 
halliards” and “Let go!” the squall struck pretty hard, 
carrying away about ten feet of the pinrail on the port side. 
No other damage was done. The royals were taken in and 
the t’gallant s’ls were lowered until the squall passed, when 
we came about on the starboard tack. 

It was my lookout from ten till midnight and in very 
light winds I raised a red light, off our lee bow, soon after 
six bells. There was no perceptible change in his course as I 
was relieved and on turning in was soon asleep. It wasn’t 
long before I was awakened by a shock, forward, that 
sounded as if the anchor had been dropped; but there was a 
rattling of falling masts and I knew we had collided with 
some vessel. Instantly remembering the red light off the 
port bow, I rushed on deck just in time to see a topsail 
schooner drift into our main yard, which soon carried away 
his main topmast. 

The schooner proved to be a Chinese merchantman and 
instead of giving way to us (for we had the right of way, 
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being on the starboard tack) he was either asleep or not 
acquainted with maritime rules, for his jib-boom struck us 
just abaft the cat-head, running through our topgallant rail. 
The wind being light and neither of us hardly having steer- 
ageway, he was turned around as his jib-boom carried away 
and our fore yard took out his fore topmast, which was of 
bamboo. Then, drifting into our main yard, we took out his 
other mast. 

By this time we were all on deck and the Chinese were 
shouting to one another, while Mr. Burris stood on the poop 
cursing them in the most blasphemous language he could 
command as they drifted astern. 

I ran aft to see if I could be of any assistance, but we were 
not damaged and as I ran up the companion steps the captain 
sang out to the mate: 

‘What are you swearing about? That fellow is a China- 
man and don’t know what you say and if he did he can’t 
get back at you for he’s a half-mile astern. Better save your 
breath and turn in.” 

The second mate stood beside me and gave me a poke in 
the ribs with a knowing wink, as much as to say, “Yow’re a 
damn fool,” pointing to the mate. 

It took us till January 12 to beat up to Pasuruan, which 
is about forty miles from Sourabaya. We anchored there 
over night and the next morning sailed up the coast, in very 
hot weather, with only enough wind to fill the sails. The 
water was very shallow and we finally got stuck in the mud 
flats south of Madura and tried to kedge over the flats. 

Lowering the longboat, the kedge was lowered in the 
stern of the boat with the stock resting on the gunwale and 
the arms and flukes over the stern. A line was bent to the 
kedge and we rowed ahead as far as we could, when the 
anchor was thrown over the stern. The other end of the line 
was taken to the capstan and after regaining the ship we 
began heaving away in the sweltering sun. The capstan-head 
was so hot that we couldn’t bear our hands on it. The ther- 
mometer registered 115 degrees. All hands were barefooted 
and the decks were so hot that we had to raise one foot after 
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the other, for the air to circulate underneath, in hopes of 
cooling off. 

To lighten the work Joe started a chantey as we tramped 
around the capstan in an endless job. The kedge wasn’t 
heavy enough to hold and was dragged home faster than the 
ship moved ahead for the mud was soft and mushy and with 
a good stiff breeze she would have sailed through without 
any trouble; but the wind was light and our only hope was to 
experiment with the kedge. As fast as it was warped in it was 
taken out again and so we worked all day long. It grew too 
hot, even to sing, and after a couple of chanteys we gave it 
up. The kedge didn’t accomplish much and after a lot of 
extra work the captain gave orders to “tie her up for the 
night.” The sails were furled and we dropped the port 
anchor and lay waiting for a pilot. 

The next day was Sunday and we saw a small boat with a 
lateen sail approaching. It proved to be a coolie pilot. He 
was dressed in a kind of bright-colored wrapper which was 
tied loosely about his waist. He looked more like a woman 
than a man and was quite an interesting object to Frank and 
me for we had never seen anything like it before. Under the 
wrapper (a kavon) his legs were bare and his feet were 
slipped into a toe-split slipper or sandal, 7.¢., instead of his 
toes being covered, a prong came up from the bamboo san- 
dal, that fitted between the big toe and the second, and in 
these he scuffed across the deck. This sandal was worn by 
most of the working people, as well as the women ashore, in 
medium circumstances. 

The pilot spoke in broken English and said that we were 
drawing too much water (twenty-two feet aft) to sail over 
the flats and that a steamer would have to tow us. When 
asked where a steamer could be obtained, he answered: “No 
sabe. No come day; come tomollow.” 

Not getting much satisfaction from him the captain went 
ashore to arrange for a steamer and was gone four days. The 
pilot came off each day with the same information: ‘No sabe. 
No come day; come tomollow.” 

During all this time the men were employed in the rig- 
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ging and I finished the pinrail that had been carried away 
and spiked it to the rail. I also made a mast for the captain’s 
boat and Williams made a cat-rigged sail, as we expected 
the captain would use it while at Sourabaya. 

The captain came back on Thursday afternoon and we 
hoisted the jack for a pilot but it was late in the afternoon 
of the next day before he showed up. He was different from 
the first man and said, “Steambo’t come tomollow.” 

True to his word a steamer came off and took both our 
hawsers and we were towed over the flats to Sourabaya 
where we let go the port anchor and gave her forty-five 
fathoms of chain. The next day we dropped the starboard 
anchor and unbent the sails, putting them below. The 
weather was very hot during the day but, as a rule, we had 
heavy rain showers at night which cooled off the decks nicely 
and we could get a good sleep. 

We began unloading our coal with the help of nine coolies 
who worked on deck while we shovelled the coal into bamboo 
baskets holding less than a half-bushel. These baskets were 
made with a handle on each side of the rim and when filled 
were carried by the coolies across the deck to the rail where 
two coolies, standing on a staging, dumped the coal into a 
scow below. These men moved and acted more like apes 
than human beings. Their thigh bones were long, permitting 
them to sit down on the deck comfortably in an upright posi- 
tion and in moving from one spot to another they resembled 
monkeys. 

The coolie’s hat was made either from split bamboo or 
rice straw and had the shape of a shallow and wide funnel, 
starting from a sharp peak on top and widening out to about 
a foot in diameter over their shoulders, hiding their black 
hair, which was generally long and tied in a knot behind. 
When cut it was bushy, standing out in all directions. 

The gang aboard the Akbar wore light dungaree jackets 
which were never buttoned, exposing their naked bodies to 
the waist, around which some wore the kain with the corners 
passed between the legs and fastened in a pajama effect. 
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Others wore light pants or overalls, but no more clothes than 
possible and all were barefooted. 

They were excessive cigarette smokers, making and roll- 
ing their own cigarettes in corn-husk wrappers. When not 
smoking they chewed betel nut mixed with fine-cut tobacco. 
The betel nut, when chewed, was very red and the tobacco 
mixture was anything but good to look at and quite disgust- 
ing. After chewing the mixture to the right consistency, a 
quid about the size of a walnut was held outside the teeth, 
in the lower lip, which protruded like a shelf. The saliva 
oozing out had a tendency to run down the chin but the over- 
flow was checked and drawn into the mouth at intervals with 
a sucking sound plainly to be heard. Naturally, both corners 
of the mouth were stained by this fluid. 

It was quite the custom, with both men and women, to 
file off the teeth squarely and some of the women used a rat- 
tail file to hollow their teeth. A smile or a laugh would 
expose a mouth hideous to look at. 

Our coolies came off in a large, open boat. If there was 
no wind they rowed; otherwise, they ran up a lateen sail 
which they handled with great dexterity. The natives of 
Java are second to none when it comes to sailing a boat. 
Their craft are long and narrow, like a canoe; but have an 
overhanging bow and stern carrying a lateen sail on a bam- 
boo mast, besides rigging out to windward an outrigger of 
bamboo as long as their boat. If the wind is strong enough 
to raise the outrigger from the water, a man runs out on the 
brace or truss, to weight it down. Reaching the outrigger, if 
he is not heavy enough, a second or third man is sent out, 
and the strength of the wind is spoken of by the natives as a 
“one-man breeze,” or “two-,” or “three-man breeze.” 

It was a beautiful sight to see them race, for they fairly 
flew, and if one capsized no attention was given to the unfor- 
tunate by the others, for they are natural swimmers and 
hold on to the boat until someone picks them up. 

Instead of a cabin, on the larger ones a matting was 
thrown over a bamboo raised in a crotch, acting as a ridge- 
pole to a tent, to shed the water. It was not very high and to 
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enter it one must get down on his hands and knees and 
crawl in. 

As soon as we had finished our dinner Frank and I, from 
the rail above, watched the coolies while they finished theirs. 
After having cooked a kettle of rice in their boat, it was set 
on the deck where three coolies huddled around it, dipping 
their hands into the kettle for want of a spoon, and with 
thumb and two fingers they squeezed a bunch into a little 
ball which was carried to their mouths. 

These men seemed to belong to the boat, for the others 
brought for their luncheon only a handful of rice wrapped 
in a fern leaf which was pinned with a bamboo peg and after 
they had eaten they came aboard and hung around the fo’- 
c’sle, awaiting for the crew to finish and give them what was 
left. Bread, potatoes and beef they ate with a relish, but 
being Mohammedans they were very superstitious about 
pork and couldn’t be induced to eat or even look at it. 

After the men in the boat had eaten they remained where 
they sat and each took from his pocket a comb and began 
combing another’s head, over the kettle. The long black hair 
hanging over their shoulders, was carefully combed back 
from the head and laid apart. We couldn’t understand the 
procedure until, all at once, we made the discovery that in 
parting the hair, like monkeys, they used their fingers to pick 
out the head lice which they quickly licked off with their 
tongues. Instead of the finder eating what he had found, 
however, it was given to the one on whose head it had 
grown. 

Our curiosity was satisfied right there and we both jumped 
down from the rail so nauseated that we nearly lost our 
dinners. 


CHAPTER XV 
NATIVE GIRLS AND JAVA SUGAR 
area situated in the northeastern part of Java, 


stood next to Batavia in importance at that time and had 
a population of about 100,000. Cane sugar was the principal 
commodity, which was taken from the fields in the interior 
and floated down the Kali Mas, meaning “river of gold,” in 
large, native, open boats with bamboo matting stretched over 
a ridge-pole (the same as the small boats) for shedding the 
rain. These lighters were called “prons” and held from 75 to 
220 baskets of sugar. 

In Cuba, sugar is handled in hogsheads and tierces, but in 
Java it was put into bamboo-matting baskets, holding from 
400 to 800 pounds, cylindrical in shape and about five feet 
long. 

As in most tropical countries the fruits in Java were deli- 
cious. The mangosteen, about the size of an apple and hav- 
ing a thick brown skin, contained a white, creamy, pulpy 
substance inside, tasting very much like strawberries and 
cream. 

Alligator pears or custard apples were very palatable. The 
outer shell resembled that of an alligator—a hard, bristly 
shell of brown green, growing as large as four or five inches 
in diameter, but when opened containing a yellowish, cream- 
colored custard, with a few black seeds about the size of a 
hazel-nut meat. It was usually eaten with a spoon, but we 
sailors “got outside of it”? without wasting any time. 

After shovelling coal all the forenoon there was nothing 
quite so refreshing as the green cocoanut at noon when we 
came on deck. Boring a hole through the eye we drank the 
milk which resembled water more than milk and it quenched 
our thirst better than anything else. After drinking the milk 
we cut the nut in half and ate the inside with a spoon for 
the meat had not formed and was very cool and refreshing. 

But of all the tropical fruit the little silver or sugar 
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bananas, which were about the size of one’s fingers, when 
peeled, stayed by us better than anything else; perhaps on 
account of the cost, for with a gilder (about forty cents) we 
could buy a whole bunch. There was no trouble in getting 
fresh fruit daily, for the natives came off in bum-boats to 
sell almost anything that could be bought with money. One 
had to be an expert Jew to buy, for with plenty of time you 
could save half the price asked at first. 

During our first noon at anchor the bum-boats loaded 
with fruit and tobacco and other wares to sell, swarmed 
about us knowing we were just in from sea and easy marks. 
We hadn’t tasted anything fresh for so long that we spent 
most of our spare cash on fruit the first day. 

There were all sorts of boats about the ship including a 
boat-load of maidens of ill repute who were licensed by the 
Government, under the supervision of a physician whose 
duty it was to see, under a rigid inspection, that no disease 
prevailed among them. There were six of these native girls 
in one boat which was rowed by a coolie directed by a 
matronly woman in the stern who was the chief spokesman 
for the girls. 

All were dressed in different shades of bright colored 
kimonos. They were bare headed, showing their black hair 
plastered down flat on top of their heads with plenty of 
cocoanut oil and neatly combed back over their ears and tied 
in a twist behind. Bright colored parasols shaded their faces 
as they lounged about on cushions and pillows making them- 
selves as comfortable as possible. Each one was smoking a 
cigarette. 

Having been denied permission to come aboard these 
pretty girls, all dolled up in their finest, kept up a constant 
chatter, their musical pigeon English ringing out clearly 
above the voices of the bum-boat men who began pulling 
away to other vessels in the harbor because our attention was 
now centered on the girls in the boat under the bow as they 
looked up to us trying to make known their mission by 
introducing themselves. 

“Me, Lucretia,” said one; and “Me, Molly, bargoose 
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girl,” said another; bargoose being the Javanese word for 
“good,” as we understood it. All had English names which 
no doubt had been given them by American and English 
sailors. The matronly-looking woman in the stern kept look- 
ing from one of us to another and finally her eyes rested on 
Williams, who no doubt looked good to her, for pointing 
directly at him she said: 

“Hi, you big sailor-boy! I like you! You like Molly? 
Molly velly fine bargoose girl.” 

This brought a laugh from the rest of us that somewhat 
nettled him for the girls in the boat seemed to enjoy his dis- 
comfiture as well. To show that he was not in the market 
he replied: 

“Oh, she’s too young! Better send her home to her 
mother.” 

Molly quickly resented the assertion for she stood 
proudly erect, throwing back her head and exclaiming: “No! 
No! big sailor-boy. You see!” And right before us all she 
threw her kimono from her shoulders and it falling to her 
knees she stood as naked as the day she was born, displaying 
a well-developed form rivalling that of Venus and dis- 
pelling any thoughts that she was a mere child. Then taking 
her time she slowly pulled back the kimono and asked: 

“What you tink now? Molly, bargoose girl!” 

Here, the second mate rang two bells, calling us to work, 
at which the girls sang out repeatedly: “Good-bye! Good- 
bye! Come and see us,” etc., while we waved our hands to 
them as we left the fo’c’sle-head. 

In this extremely hot weather we were compelled to keep 
our shovels moving, regardless. We had been warned not to 
drink too much water or we would all be sick and the captain 
ordered two dippers of oatmeal stirred into a bucket full of 
water of which we drank sparingly. This no doubt kept us in 
good condition during the day and at night we were rationed 
a half-cup of lime juice which had to be taken before 
morning. 

The oatmeal water was quite palatable and I found my- 
self going to the bucket every little while, until the second 
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mate warned me that I was drinking too much and told me 
to put a small piece of coal in my mouth. My tongue rolling 
around the coal would cause the saliva to flow and I found 
that the roof of my mouth was not so dry nor did I require 
so much water. 

Like the coolies we wore no more clothing than necessary, 
having on only overalls, while our bodies were bare. Our 
underclothes having been discarded, the coal dust stuck to 
our skin and on getting out of the hold we looked more like 
negroes than anything else and a bath in a bucket was neces- 
sary every night as the captain forbade us going in swim- 
ming on account of the sharks that infested the waters of the 
harbor. 

About the third night Joe said: “Sharks, or no sharks! I 
can’t stand this idea of taking a bath in a pint of water. I’ve 
got to have a dip in the bay.” Accordingly he ran out on the 
bowsprit and slid down the martingale and stood on the 
martingale shrouds facing us, for we all stood on the fo’c’sle 
head to watch him. Looking on both sides of the cutwater 
for sharks, which failed to appear, he exclaimed, “Here I 
go, boys!” and dove into the water from which he quickly 
arose and swam to the cable where he scrambled out, saying: 

“The sharks didn’t catch me that time. Gee, that was 
fine!”? Then, climbing up the back ropes, he said, “I’m going 
to try it again.” He didn’t stop at the second time and soon 
was swimming about with a piece of soap, washing himself 
until he had removed all the coal dust from his body. Then 
he called to us to come in as he said he didn’t believe there 
were any sharks around or they would have appeared after 
he dove in the first time. 

The swim was indeed refreshing and one after another 
followed Joe until it wasn’t long before we were all swim- 
ming about the ship and the sharks were forgotten. Instead 
of taking our bath in a bucket after that we all went over the 
bow for a swim every night. 

We finished unloading the between-decks on January 29 
and reached the bottom of the hold two days later when one 
of the stagings gave way and four coolies were dumped into 
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the coal below. They escaped unhurt but Archie, who was in 
the second mate’s watch, was severely injured about the head 
and shoulders and knocked unconscious for a few moments. 
The blood was washed from his head and a piece of court- 
plaster put over the wound and after ten minutes he was 
ready for work again. 

The next day we had made so much progress that it was 
necessary to place a couple of beef barrels, head up and about 
fifteen feet apart, on which we placed the baskets to relay 
out of the hold. We were working two gangs on each side 
of the keelson. Williams and “Cockney” shoveled the coal 
into baskets which I picked up and placed on a barrel. Joe 
carried them to the next barrel where they were taken by 
Dick and passed to the coolies on the staging who took them 
to the side-port and dumped into the scow. 

The accumulation of coal dust on the barrels had to be 
brushed off every little while. We were all naked to the 
waist, except Dick, who was unusually grouchy. He weighed 
about 180 pounds and his undershirt and overalls were 
wringing wet with perspiration and he strutted back and 
forth puffing like a grampus. 

In all sorts of work there are some who see the ludicrous 
side of a situation. While waiting for Joe to take my basket 
I brushed the dust away from the barrel. My hands being 
sweaty the dust stuck and as Joe turned to go, after taking 
my basket, I wiped my hands on his back. He smiled good- 
naturedly and upon returning paid me back with a handful 
thrown over my shoulders when my back was turned. 

We played back and forth until Joe tried a handful on 
Dick and Dick reciprocated. On the next trip Joe pulled 
back his undershirt and threw a handful down his back. It 
was bad enough to feel the dust on your bare back but to 
have it stuck in an undershirt was a different matter and 
Dick dropped his basket and threw a handful at Joe, most 
spitefully, and a war of coal dust followed which soon in- 
creased to pebbles of no small size. The work stopped while 
we watched proceedings, bringing an oath from the mate 
who shouted: 
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“Here! Damn it all! If you fellows want to fight, get to 
hell out of the way and let the others work.” 

“All right,” said Joe, “I’m willing.” 

“So am I,” growled Dick. 

Dick pulled off his shirt showing a white body with a 
black smirch down his back, standing out in great contrast 
to Joe’s, which was as black as a negro. 

“Are you ready?” asked Joe. 

“Yes! Damn you!” said Dick, who rushed in only to be 
met with an upper cut from Joe’s fist that brought the claret. 
Then Dick tried his fists but couldn’t reach Joe, who was a 
better boxer, for he kept punching Dick at will. 

Seeing that he was accomplishing nothing with his fists, 
Dick lowered his head and rushed in catching Joe around the 
body and being the heavier, pushed him half way up the 
coal where they both fell with Dick on top. Biff—bang! and 
Dick pounded Joe unmercifully about the head. He was 
taking an unfair advantage of Joe and I ran to his assist- 
ance, thinking to pull Dick off, but the mate stopped me, 
saying: 

“No, you don’t! I won’t have anyone interfering with this 
fight! Get back to work!” 

Others followed me, but the mate shouted: “You men get 
back to work and let these fellows fight. Let them kill each 
other or quit when they’ve had enough!” 

We went back to our stations but all were interested in the 
outcome of the fight and we stood, like the mate, lookers-on, 
for Dick was shouting at the top of his voice, “You 
blankety,—blank,—blank!” 

Joe turned his face to avoid punishment and rolling over 
on his stomach, caught Dick’s leg with his arm and bracing 
his feet in the coal they rolled completely over with Joe on 
top. 

Then Joe imitated Dick, showering blow after blow, with 
the same expressions,—“You blankety-blank-blank! You 
will, will you!” Biff—bang! 

They were now at the bottom of the coal, on the floor, 
where Joe had command of the situation and Dick’s head 
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was pummeled almost to a jelly. His mouth was cut, his nose 
bleeding and his eyes were swollen shut for Joe’s bare 
knuckles cut and ripped up the skin most unmercifully. It 
was the most brutal fight I had ever seen. 

Dick’s eyes being closed, he called: 

“Let me hup! Let me hup, Joe! Hi caun’t see any more! 
You’ve got me this time but Hill fight you again when Hi 
can see, hif you want to!” 

Joe was not a brutal man and he could see that Dick was 
in no condition to carry on the fight, but before letting him 
up he asked, 

“Fave you got enough?” 

“Yes, for Hi caun’t see, you know,” replied Dick. 

Joe then got up and helped Dick to his feet, when he 
exclaimed: 

“Taik your bloody ’ands haway! Hi want no assistance 
from you!” And shaking himself clear he staggered to the 
water bucket and after quenching his thirst began bathing 
his face in the oatmeal water. 

“For God’s sake get out of that water!” shouted the mate. 
“Tf you want to take a bath get some water from the cook, 
but see that you don’t stay all day! We’ve lost too much 
time now on your account!” 

Dick sulked away, a very much dejected and beaten man, 
while Joe rinsed out his mouth and wiped his face with his 
handkerchief. Outside of a couple of black eyes he came off 
better than I expected. Dick was a sight to behold, for he was 
almost unrecognizable, but he returned to work and it is 
needless to say there was no more dust throwing carried on 
in the ship. 

We unloaded all but about one hundred tons of coal 
which was left for stiffening and then the sides and between- 
decks were swept clean for our cargo of sugar. The port 
watch then had twenty-four hours liberty ashore but they 
did not return until the morning of the following day when 
the starboard watch went ashore. 

Our first two scows of sugar came off, one holding 210 
baskets and the other 110, which was loaded in the lower 
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hold. In order to keep the sugar from the skin of the ship, 
which was more or less damp, bamboo poles from twenty to 
thirty feet long and four or five inches in diameter were cut 
and placed against the side of the ship and held there by 
rolling the sugar against them. This gave a good circulation 
of air and kept the sugar dry. 

These bamboo poles came off in rafts, ten or twelve feet 
wide and five or six feet deep, usually fastened by four 
bands of grass rope, one around each end and one at the 
quarters. Two men broke out the poles and passed them 
aboard. But when the bulk of the first raft was unloaded the 
poles began to separate and the tide soon carried them from 
under the lashings and they floated down stream and beyond 
reach. The second raft was handled differently for when it 
was made fast amidships the second mate called: 

“Are any of you boys good swimmers? We’ve got to get 
a sling under this one.” 

“Aye, aye, sir! I’m your meat,” sang out Joe, and with 
these words he jumped on the raft and proceeded to breast 
it away from the side of ship. Then taking the end of the 
sling over his arm he dropped into the water and swam 
under the raft to the other side. The end of the sling was 
then brought over the side and tucked through the bight 
where it was hooked to a whip from the main yard. A strain 
was kept on the sling, thereby squeezing the raft together as 
the poles came aboard and in this manner we didn’t lose a 
pole. But it was dangerous business, not only because of 
sharks that usually le under the bilge of the ship, but be- 
cause of broken bamboo, sticking below to catch in one’s 
clothing or the sling. 

A plunge into the water was refreshing in that hot 
weather and we all stood by for a chance to be first in taking 
a sling under. It happened that I had the opportunity of 
going under twice. The first time, I must confess, gave me 
a chance to think of “home and mother” as I went into the 
water and a shark would have had to travel pretty fast to 
catch me, for instead of swimming I dropped under the raft 
and pulled myself across, catching hold of the bamboos and 
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scrambling across to the other side as fast as I could make 
my hands move. I felt anything but safe and spit out a sigh 
of relief, with the water in my nose and mouth, on regaining 
the surface of the water on the other side. The hot sun 
quickly dried my clothes and I was cooled off for at least 
an hour. 

As we had no donkey-engines, a purchase was rigged from 
the main yard in order to handle the sugar. The fall, leading 
through a snatch-block in the deck, was taken to the main- 
deck capstan where an awning was spread to keep off the 
sun. The pawls of the capstan were triced up and the capstan 
bars lashed in. The end of the fall was stopped around the 
barrel of the capstan so we wouldn’t lose it in “letting go.” 
Then, walking around the capstan, we hove the sugar up 
above the rail where a tackle from the mainstay was hooked 
into the sling and when “high” and ordered to “let go,” we 
stepped aside letting go of the capstan bars which whizzed 
round as the fall unwound without restraint while the sugar 
swung over the main hatch, snubbed by the second mate who 
held the turn at the rail and lowered it into the hold where 
it was stowed away by the coolies. 

We had now become somewhat acclimated and our hours 
for work were from 6 a.M. to 6 P.M., with an hour off at 
noon. To break up the monotonous work of walking around 
the capstan all day we sang many a chantey to lighten the 
work. Our first chantey was started by Archie. It was the 
“Banks of Sacramento,” an old California packet-ship 
chantey in the ’50’s. 

In order to make the chantey last throughout the hoist, 
the chanteyman usually repeated each line of the verse. It 
had a rousing chorus in which every man opened his mouth, 
singing his utmost. The song rolled across the water in the 
still air and was echoed back from a large Dutch ship off the 
starboard beam, which had her sails dropped for drying 
from the rain of the night before. 

We had noticed a couple of ladies on the ship and to-day 
they shifted their chairs under the awning, evidently for a 
better position to hear the music. This gave new life to our 
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Banks OF SACRAMENTO 


Andantino 
4 SoLo Cuorvus 
Sms pe eer ee ee eS 
Pirie ges eg ia 


Oh, New York’s race course is nine miles long. To me, 


SoLo 
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hoo - dah! To me, hoo- dah! Oh, New York’s race course is 


Corus 
Sa ere ar gee eer ee 
Gop Ss 
nine miles long. To me, hoo - dah! hoo - dah - 
Se 


day! Then it’s blow, my bul - ly boys, blow, for 


Sea —— 


al - i-for - ni - o, There’s plen-ty of gold so 


a Soe | 


I’ve been told on the banks of Sac - ra - men - to, 


A bully ship and a bully crew, 
A bully mate and a skipper too. 


Oh, New York’s race track, where we stood, 
We bet on all they said was good. 


Our watch, our shoes and every rag, 
But lost our money on a bob-tail nag. 


Our money all gone we shipped to go 
Around Cape Horn, where strong winds blow. 


We’re bound for Cal-i-forn-i-o; 
For gold and banks of Sacramento. 
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men and we did our best to please the ladies, selecting chant- 

eys with a rousing chorus where all could be heard. 

H “Give ’em ‘Rio Grande,’ or ‘Shenandoah,’ ” said Wil- 
lams. 

““Rio Grande,’ ” we all clamored and Archie began the 
chantey using words from the old Mother Goose melody 
and branching off to words of the windlass chantey as given 
below. 


Rio GRANDE 


Moderato (e io 
SoLo 


Po ee 


«« Oh,where are you go -ing to, my pret-ty maid??’ A-way, oh, Ri- 


SoLo f Cuorus 


= 


o! «©Oh, I’m go-ing a_ milk-ing, sir,’? she said, For we’re 


bound ‘for the Ri - o Grande. on a-way, oh, b Ri - ki 


gies a eS 


bon - ny young girl, For we’reboundfor the Ri-o Grande. 


“Oh, may I go with you my sweet pretty maid?” 
“T’m sure you’re quite welcome, sir,” she said. 


Oh, man the good capstan and run it around. 
We’ll heave in the sugar and then, homeward bound. 


We’ll sing to the maidens. Come sing as we heave; 
You know at this parting how sadly we grieve. 
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Sing good-bye to Sally and good-bye to Sue, 
And you who are listening, good-bye to you. 


So heave up the sugar until it is high. 
“Let go! Stand from under!” the mate, he doth cry. 


Oh, heave with a will and heave steady and strong. 
We’ll sing a good chorus for ’tis a good song. 


The ship she went sailing out over the bar; 
They pointed her nose for the old Southern Star. 


So good-bye, young ladies; we’ll sing you no more. 
But we’ll drink to your health when we all go ashore. 


Running around the slack for the next basket we took the 
strain and Archie started “Shenandoah” which is one of the 
most musical chanteys, I think, of all. 


SHENANDOAH 
Andante 
ee 
Se 5 hae | 
be es = ere pas 
Oh, Shen - an - doah, lp slong. te see you, 
Cuorus /f SoLo 
TS 
Fa a oe o— 78 ogo a (pee 2a = ES) 


Hur - rah,you roll-ing riv-er. Oh, Shen-an-doah,I’llnotde - 


CuHorus 


fo ae ee, 


ceive you. Ah-hah,we’re bound away ’cross the wide Mis-sou - ri. 


Oh, Shenandoah, I love your daughter, 
I love the place across the water. 


The ship sails free the wind is blowing, 
The braces taut, the sheets a-flowing. 
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Missouri, she’s a mighty river. 
We'll brace her up till her topsails shiver. 


Oh, Shenandoah, I'll leave you never. 
Till the day I die, Pll love you ever. 


Before the lower hold was finished we had a gang of 
coolies to caulk the deck which had dried out during the hot 
tropical weather. To every six or eight men there was a 
“serang” or boss, who chalked the deck into squares of from 
three to six feet, showing the work the different men were 
supposed to do during the day. 

The coolies, instead of sitting in a caulker’s chair, squatted 
down on their haunches, like so many monkeys and talked 
continually while at work, taking their own time in doing the 
work mapped out for them. Instead of bending over their 
work they kept their bodies erect and if it was necessary to 
reach a little farther they slid along the deck, in an upright 
position, to where they could work without bending. They 
were a comical set of workers, sitting about the deck sucking 
the saliva from the quid of betel nut which they held in their 
lower lips. 

The mate was very much exercised over the number of 
idle coolies around the deck. Going up to one fellow, who 
was under the rail in the shade, he caught him by the collar 
and jerked him to his feet, exclaiming: 

“What are you skulking around here for! Get up and go 
to work.” 

“Oh, me serang! No work!” said the man in much sur- 
prise. 

Then he accosted every man in like manner but all 
claimed to be serangs, much to his disgust. It was really hard 
at times to tell who were serangs or who were supposed to 
work, for they were continually on the move. A tap here 
and a tap there and the mallet would be dropped while the 
coolie went in search of oakum or a drink of water. 

But they were no worse than some of the men in the ship- 
yards, during the World War, when Uncle Sam implored 
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all to give their best to speed up work and get out the ships. 
Of all the “sogering” I ever saw among white men with in- 
telligent brains, the shipyards were the worst. And the fore- 
men were just as bad. I know of instances where good honest 
men wanted to work for their Country and were blacklisted 
because they were giving their all. And I record it with 
shame that the foreman made his boast that he didn’t want 
men that “would make a record,” under his charge. 

There was something queer about the habits of the coolies. 
I never saw one of them touch his lips to our water dipper. 
They held it high above their heads pouring a small stream 
into their mouths, which was swallowed without discom- 
fiture and without losing a drop. Frank and I tried it and 
nearly choked and we poured more down our shirt fronts 
than we got in our mouths. 

One Thursday noon, when we had pork for dinner, the 
mate came forward while the coolies were lounging about 
the deck awaiting a “hand out” and told me to give him a 
slice of pork, which I did. 

' “Watch me, boys!” said he, “and Pll show you some 
Ue 

With the slice of pork behind him he walked up to a coolie 
sitting on the deck in front of our room and catching him 
around the neck held him fast, saying: 

“John, you sabe pork? Heap bargoose,” bringing the pork 
in front of him where he could plainly see it. 

_ “No, no, sabe pork! Me no like!” said the coolie, crying 
in terror. 

“Fieap bargoose, John!” repeated the mate, and then he 
proceeded to rub the pork all over the man’s face. The coolie 
squirmed and struggled to get free, crying out most pite- 
ously, his cry reaching the ears of the other coolies who fled 
in terror on seeing what the mate was doing, for they did 
not want to be treated in the same manner and over the side 
they scrambled into their boat below. 

The coolie finally got away from the mate and ran around 
the fo’c’sle while the mate followed, showing the pork in a 
menacing manner. The coolie’s face plainly showed that he 


Native Girits AND Java SuGAR 325 


was a very much frightened coolie and he followed the 
others into the boat where they kept up an excited jabbering 
among themselves evidently considering that their souls 
would be eternally damned from that time on. 


CHAPTER XVI 
SHORE LEAVE AT SOURABAYA 


GEES supper on one of those hot, suffocating days, 
Frank and I sat on the bull-rail of the fo’c’sle deck 
with our feet over the side giving our feet and legs the bene- 
fit of any cooling breeze that might circulate. The Dutch 
ship was swinging with the tide, a thousand yards away, off 
the starboard beam. The ladies on the poop, dressed in bright 
colors, looked very comfortable under the awning and I 
remarked: 

“Frank, I believe it is cooler over there than on this ship. 
I?1] swim over there with you.” 

“All right,” said he. “Let’s keep our sheath-knives on for 
we might need them before we get back and it’s a long 
swim.” Without another word he pulled off his shirt and 
jumped overboard. 

I had no idea that he would undertake to swim that dis- 
tance, but he was a fine swimmer and a regular water dog. 
On evenings, when in swimming, he would dive from the 
back-ropes in one direction and be under the water so long 
that we were often alarmed for his safety. But he generally 
came up in the opposite direction, laughing to see the anxiety 
on our faces. 

Having made the proposition to swim over to the ship 
there was nothing else to do but follow. So, in like manner, 
I jumped after him and we two foolish boys were on our 
way for a half-hour’s swim. 

As we neared the ship one after another of the crew came 
on top of the fo’c’sle-head to watch our progress and swim- 
ming to the ship’s cable we hung on to rest. One of the crew 
could talk English and invited us aboard, but we explained 
that we were only out for a little swim, besides, we didn’t 
want to appear before the ladies in our costume. He then 
threw us a bowline for each to sit in, which was much better 
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than hanging on to the cable, and to comfort us while we 
rested, began: 

“Ain’t you boys afraid of sharks? I see dot you fellers go 
in every night, swimming. Our ‘ole man’ won’t let us go in.” 

We explained that we also had the same orders from our 
“old man” but we had never seen any sharks about the ship 
and so concluded if there were any in the bay they were in 
another locality. 

“Ya-h, dot’s so,” said he. “De ole man vent ashore last 
veek mit his dog und before he got ashore, beck, he hove for 
a swim his dog overboard. Soon a big shark gobbled him up 
and dere was noddings left but a streak of blood in de vater, 
yet. Ven he cooms aboard he say dot a coolie fishermans had 
his leg bidden off de same day, und by de same shark. 
Ya-h!” 

It was the custom for the native fishermen to go out in 
two boats, spreading a seine between them in a semi-circle. 
Then all hands jumped overboard, shouting and splashing 
the water with their hands and feet, making as much noise 
as possible to frighten the fish into the seine. Then by draw- 
ing the two ends together the bottom of the seine was drawn 
up in the shape of a net and hauled into the boats. It was 
during one of these hauls that the coolie lost his leg. 

We had seen them fishing in this way and reasoned that if 
they were in the habit of jumping overboard every day we 
could take the same risk. But, notwithstanding, the Dutch- 
man’s story of the shark biting off the coolie’s leg set our 
brains to work and quickened the blood in our veins. To say 
the least it was not very comforting. Although they pressed 
us to stay longer we declined with thanks and were soon on 
our way back, Frank as usual in the lead. 

The water was calm and glassy having a hue of gold from 
the afternoon sun. The mountains in the distance, in that 
peculiar haze of the same color, seemed in a dance from the 
rising heat, while the smoke from Mt. Smeroe, a volcano, 
staged a setting that can only be seen in the East Indies. We 
swam in silence but making better progress than when we 
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started from the Akbar. Soon Frank swam into’a bunch of 
loose sea-weed. 

“Ugh!” he exclaimed. “I thought a shark was after me,” 
and he turned, laughingly throwing the sea-weed off which 
was wrapped about his arms and body. Then we talked of 
sharks and what to do if we should see one. “I believe that 
we should stick together,” said he. “Not that I’m afraid, 
but we are a long way from home.” 

It was comforting that he took this stand for he was a 
fine swimmer and I had to exert myself to keep up with him. 

Suddenly, ahead of us, we saw what looked to be a cocoa- 
nut husk floating on the water; but instead of drifting with 
the tide there was a small ripple back of it and it was coming 
towards us. We both stopped swimming at the same instant. 

“My God, Fred! It’s a shark!” shouted Frank. “Get out 
your knife, quick!” 

There was no need of his instructions for I already had 
mine in my hand. A cold shiver ran through my veins as I 
realized how helpless I was in attempting to combat such a 
foe and my disadvantage in not being an expert swimmer. 
But I grasped my knife tightly, saying: 

“We'd better face him and keep side by side. If we can 
get him to come between us we’ll have a better show for one 
of us to stick him.” 

The dorsal fin of the shark made a rapidly widening wake 
behind him in the smooth water looking as big as the wake 
of a ship under topgallant sails as he approached. 

“He will turn on his side before he makes a strike at us,” 
I said; and the shark came on evidently not in a hurry to 
strike, preferring to size up the situation before rushing in 
on us, which seemed hours to me. When about fifty feet 
away there was a sudden flurry with his tail and at the same 
moment Frank dived out of sight and I was left alone. 

Reasoning that he would swim past me before making a 
plunge, I held my knife in readiness, determined to thrust 
it into his mouth should he turn on me. But before I had 
time to definitely decide there was a splash of water with his 
tail and I was struck in the side a terrific blow that carried 
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me under the water. I had presence of mind, in rolling 
under, to still hold the knife and with both hands grasping 
it, as the shark swept by, I thrust the knife up where it took 
effect in his side, stuck fast, and was wrenched from my 
grasp. 

It was several moments before I came to the surface and 
naturally my first thought was of the shark. But it was no- 
where to be seen. I don’t know how long it was before I 
realized that Frank was calling, but I came to my senses 
when he caught me by the arm, exclaiming: “Are you hurt, 
Fred? Answer!” etc. I evidently had gone under a couple 
of times and there was an awful pain in my side and I was 
somewhat nauseated and dizzy. I remember answering that 
there was an awful pain in my side and the next thing—I 
found that I was in the ship’s boat with a lot of faces bend- 
ing over me. 

“Where’s the shark!” I exclaimed. 

“Never mind the shark, you’re all right,” said Joe, for it 
was he who had helped pull me into the boat. 

I had been unconscious and Frank had held my head 
above water until the boys, who had been watching us, saw 
the shark, then Joe, Williams, Jim Dun and Archie jumped 
into the captain’s gig and rowed to our rescue. Frank had 
saved me from drowning and outside of a broken rib and a 
scolding from the mates for undertaking such a foolhardy 
thing, we reached the ship all right. 

Frank, in diving, swam under the shark and drove his 
knife into the shark’s belly. Feeling the cut it evidently 
swerved in its course and so knocked the breath out of me, 
otherwise I might be wearing a wooden leg to-day or have 
been food for the fishes in Sourabaya bay. It was a close call 
and one to be remembered. I was indebted to Frank and the 
others for saving my life but it was out of the question for 
me to reimburse them from my fat salary of $12.50 per 
month, the ordinary seaman’s wages of that day. They were 
true sailors and quickly stopped any such suggestions on my 
part, saying, “It is no more than anyone else would do under 


330 Tue Makinc OF A SAILOR 


similar circumstances.”* Frank and I were close friends 
from that day on. 

While in the water, in an unconscious condition, Frank 
said it was an easy thing to keep me afloat, for he pulled my 
arm over his shoulder where my head rested against his with 
no chance of the water reaching my mouth or nostrils. He 
was not alarmed for his safety for he had seen the boys from 
the Akbar rapidly pulling the boat towards us and he knew 
his ability as a swimmer to keep afloat until we were picked 
up. His only fear was that the shark might return before 
they reached him. The Dutch ship also sent a boat out for 
our rescue but it arrived too late to be of any assistance. 

There was no indication of a broken rib but the pain was 
most severe to the touch and the captain prescribed liniment 
and I was told to massage my side thoroughly and “turn in” 
until he told me to report for work. There was a black and 
blue spot on my side as large as a hat and when the second 
mate carried me to my bunk and stripped off my wet overalls 
and rubbed in the liniment I begged him to quit for the pain 
was almost unbearable. 

“T ay still and be quiet!” he ordered, “or Pll send you to 
the hospital to starve. It was bad enough for me in Mel- 
bourne but Sourabaya will be a damned sight worse and I’d 
hate to see you go. You probably cracked a slat instead of 
breaking a rib. Too bad we’re not in Sydney! I’d send for 
that floosey that picked me up in front of the theater. She’d 
be a fine nurse for you.” 

In spite of the pain I couldn’t help laughing at his ridicu- 
lous remark and begged him to be quiet. During the next 
two or three days, in which I kept to my bunk, the boys 
showered me with all kinds of tropical fruit. The swelling 
in my side gradually went down and at the end of two weeks 
I was able to do a day’s work at the capstan bars. 

We finished the last of the coal on February 27 and the 
next day a lighter with 218 baskets of sugar came off in the 

* At that time the wages on board ship were about as follows: captain, 


per month, $100; first mate, $50; second mate, $35; cook and steward, 
$30; able seamen, $18; ordinary seamen, $12.50; boys, $8. 
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morning, which we had loaded by noon. Our force was 
doubled at the capstan each man having an additional coolie 
at his side who was supposed to run in the slack of the fall 
while we stood by to heave when the slack was taken up. 

I got more enjoyment out of the coolies in watching their 
feet fly over the fall than anything else. While the pain was 
still in my side yet I could walk around the capstan, hugging 
the barrel, while the coolies would always take the end of 
the capstan bar and by walking as fast as I could they, being 
on the outer circle, had to run in order to keep up. It was a 
good deal like the disk-wheel (revolving inverted saucer) in 
the “Goofy-house” shown at fairs and expositions, where the 
people hang on only to be thrown off, one by one, as the 
wheel speeds up. And so with the capstan. One by one they 
let go—spinning across the deck and sometimes rolling com- 
pletely over, being unable to keep their feet. They seemed 
never to know that by following me, close in to the barrel, 
they could keep up with me. One boy was hurt quite badly 
when he tripped over the fall, for he was thrown into the 
stanchion, under the gallows, nearly breaking his leg. That 
ended his work for the day. 

By the help of the coolies we were now unloading the 
sugar in record time. Two lighters, one with eighty and the 
other with two hundred baskets, came off. We finished the 
second about three o’clock and started on a third, which 
brought out 115 baskets. About half past four another 
lighter was seen approaching. The mate, never appreciating 
what was done and having no tact, sang out: 

“Hurry up with this lighter, boys. We’ll soon have an- 
other alongside and we’ve got to unload it if it takes till eight 
Delis: 

We were then running in the sugar at a lively clip and I 
was feeling unusually well, always speeding up the coolies, 
so that the work couldn’t possibly be improved on. There 
was a general grunt of dissatisfaction from the crew at what 
the mate said and Joe pulled off his cap and throwing it on 
the deck at his feet shouted, 
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“P11 be damned if I?ll work after six o’clock for any 
damned mate!” 

“What’s that you say?” asked the mate, and Joe repeated 
his words in such a way that there was no mistaking what he 
said. 

“T?]] have you put in irons!” shouted the mate who at 
once jumped down from the rail and Joe jerked a belaying- 
pin from the fife-rail. Seeing that Joe was prepared for any 
fight the mate ran into his room and instantly returned with 
a revolver, exclaiming, 

«You , PI button-hole you!” pointing 
the revolver at Joe who still held the belaying-pin in a 
menacing manner. Joe defied him to shoot and pulling back 
his shirt, exposing his naked breast and slapping it with his 
right hand over his heart, he shouted: 

“Shoot! damn you, shoot! You never had a better mark!” 

Seeing that the mate was in no hurry to shoot, he said: 
“No, damn you! You dasn’t shoot! I’m an American on an 
American ship and you dasn’t shoot an American citizen. Are 
you going to shoot? If so, do it damn quick for I’m not 
afraid of that little barker.” 

I was standing close beside him when he implored the 
mate to shoot, and quickly got out of gun reach, followed by 
the others, for under the circumstances no one could tell just 
what Mr. Burris might do. Evidently he considered that the 
gun play wouldn’t work on Joe and so he went to his room 
and brought out a pair of handcuffs which were slipped over 
Joe’s wrists for he made no resistance whatever. It all hap- 
pened so quickly and the principals were very much excited 
and worked up to such a degree that it was a wonder that 
someone was not hurt. By the time the handcuffs were 
slipped over Joe’s wrists he cooled down enough to say: 

“Well, I’m glad you are going to send me ashore, for it’s 
the only way to get my discharge. I’ve had enough of this 
bloody bastard!” 

The police flag (the ensign upside down) was run up to 
the monkey- galt end after which the mate came to me say- 
ing in his sneering manner: 
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“You’ve got a nice friend, haven’t you? I’ve told you all 
along not to have anything to do with those old sailors, so 
let this be a warning to you for if I catch you again among 
those fo’c’sle hands you and I will have a falling out! So 
put that in your pipe and smoke it!” Without another word 
he left me. 

Joe was taken to the lazaret where he was kept until the 
captain came off and it was decided to send him ashore; but 
the police boat did not come off till morning. When he 
walked over the rail he turned to look at us boys at the cap- 
stan. I caught his eye and he called: 

“Good-bye, old boy! Dll see you in Boston. Good-bye, 
Archie! Sorry you’re not with me.” 

Although he was a man of quick, Irish temper, beneath it 
all he had a heart, sharing anything he owned with a ship- 
mate. He was naturally of a pleasant disposition; quick, like 
his temper, and first at a brace or aloft; he knew no fear and 
was a good sailor. Pressed beyond a certain limit his good 
qualities vanished and he became a “he-man-devil.” Al- 
though rated a desperate man he was not a bully and never 
picked a quarrel. I lost a good friend when he was taken 
ashore and I was sorry to see him leave the ship under a 
cloud. 

There was no singing chanteys with the work that morn- 
ing and consequently the sugar didn’t come in as quickly for 
the men walked around the capstan in rather a dejected 
mood and strange to say the mate didn’t urge us to hurry. 

Taking advantage of the quietness, the coolies started a 
chantey which was not half bad. It was sung in their own 
language and I will not vouch for the correctness of the 
words but the music is given as they sang it. As near as I 
could tell the chantey was a tale about going from Sourabaya 
to Pasuruan. 

They sang several chanteys during the morning but their 
songs were like the Chinese, the soloist beginning in a high, 
falsetto key, and as a rule they had no rhythm of music that 
we could comprehend. 

Having once begun to sing the coolies inflicted their music 
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on us day after day. “Pasuruan” was a great favorite and we 
often joined in, but they would only sing it at intervals. Not 
appreciating their other songs some old shell-back would 
bring them up with a “round turn,” with exclamations 
such as: 

“Oh, give it a rest!” “For God’s sake, start something 
else!” etc. In order to shut them off we were often com- 
pelled to drown them out by singing one of our chanteys. 

The Sunday after Joe left us, Frank and I went ashore 
for the first time. We landed up the Kali Mas where the 
canal boats were anchored fore and aft, one alongside the 
other. While passing one of them, a native crawled from 
under his cabin and sat on the stern with his feet over the 
rail. He had evidently been in swimming for he was only 
half dressed and his long black hair was very wet which he 
proceeded to comb for anything that might turn up. His 
comb fell out of his hands into the water and sank and he 
uttered a cry. The troubled look on his countenance showed 
plainly how deeply he felt his loss. One after another on the 
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boat dived for the comb but were unable to find it. One 
would have thought they were diving for a gold watch 
instead of a brass comb. 

Nearly every one of the canal boats gave us an example 
of the ways of the coolies in handling the fine-toothed comb, 
eating their findings like as many monkeys. It was not con- 
fined to the men; the women were just as bad. We turned 
away in disgust and struck out for the town back from the 
Kali Mas. 

We found Sourabaya a beautiful place. The streets were 
very wide with overhanging trees. Many of the houses in 
the residential district had large lawns in front and the walks 
were shaded with palm trees. Most of the houses were only 
one story and covered a great deal of ground. The verandas, 
roofed with red tiles, stood out in bold relief when painted 
pure white and the background of palms and other tropical 
trees made one long to go in and lie in the shade away from 
the dusty macadamized streets. 

The ordinary vehicle was called a “sado” and “goura” 
and was a sort of dog-cart, with two wheels, drawn by a 
small Timour or Sandlewood pony. 

We walked a mile or so to the business district where 
every other store was a market place and where we bought 
the choicest fruit, cigars and tobacco for a song. After walk- 
ing about for sometime we concluded to hire a “goura” and 
so hailed one that was approaching, whereupon the driver 
jerked the pony back on its haunches, stopping instantly in 
front of us. By making signs that we wanted to see the city 
and be brought back to the Kali Mas we gathered from his 
lingo that he would do it for one guilder (about 40 cents). 

The pony was hitched to the “goura” in a pair of shafts 
with “signal halliard” stuff and reins of the same material. 
It had a single wide seat which was perched up high on a 
pair of springs. The driver faced the horse in front and 
Frank and I sat on the same seat, looking behind. With a 
short lash-whip he chirped and whipped the pony inces- 
santly, trotting up one street and down the other in the hot 
boiling sun until the pony was covered with lather. While 
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going around corners he never slowed down and the “goura” 
balanced on one wheel as he turned, we hanging on for fear 
of being slung to leeward. 

His pony at last became exhausted and he drove to a large 
square where there seemed to be a livery stable, for there 
were a number of ponies hitched to “gouras,” standing back 
to back in the middle of the square awaiting a call. He spoke 
a few words to the proprietor who ran into the stable and 
brought out another pony which they hitched to our trap, 
outside of the shafts, and whipping up the team we were off 
like a shot out of a gun, without much time being lost. The 
driver had no compassion whatever and the ponies were kept 
on a fast trot, regardless. 

In this manner we saw the city of Sourabaya. The driver 
continually pointed to different houses and tried to tell us 
something, but our only Javanese word was “bargoose” and 
his breath was wasted on the hot air. However, we enjoyed 
the reckless driving and the beautiful homes as we passed by 
in a hurry. 

Finally arriving at the outskirts, on the other side of the 
city, he brought the “goura” to a sudden stop. The panting 
ponies stood trembling in the sun and we concluded that he 
had stopped to give them a rest, so I told him in English to 
go over to a shade tree where it would not be so hot. But the 
beggar held out his hand saying, “Guilder, guilder!” 

Frank then said: “Not by a damned sight. You won’t get 
our money until you drive us back to the Kali Mas,” which, 
of course, was not understood by the coolie. 

After a few wild gestures with his hands and numerous 
“bargooses” from us, he again started but not in his mad 
drive. He was peeved at not receiving his money and let the 
ponies take their own gait back to the city. At every inter- 
section of streets he would stop and demand his money and 
we would tell him to drive on as we had done before. In this 
manner he sulked along and finally came to a stop, rolling a 
cigarette. He was persistent and so were we. We reasoned 
that if we should pay him on the other side of the city he 
might refuse to take us back and not having any too much 
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money we wanted it to last as long as possible, so we sat still 
in the trap and when he rolled a cigarette we did the same. 
If he spit over the wheel we followed suit. When he got 
out of the “goura” to look at the ponies we did the same and 
were just as interested in the harness as he seemed to be. 

On one of these times he suddenly jumped into the seat, 
thinking to whip up the ponies and leave us behind; but we 
caught them by the head and I jumped into the trap and 
took the reins away from him which was an easy matter. It 
amused us to think that he should try to outwit two sailors. 

Imitating him as he drove along at last he came to the 
square where he got the second horse. There he jumped 
down and walked into the stable while we got down and 
walked down the street in the opposite direction as we rea- 
soned that he would follow and ask for his guilder; but, 
instead, he found a policeman and sent him after us, who 
overhauled us some distance down the avenue. He spoke in 
broken English and said that the coolie told him he had 
agreed to take us across the city for one guilder and back to 
the Kali Mas for another. It was his word against ours and 
to save any further argument we paid the policeman the 
guilder and he said that he would see that the coolie re- 
ceived it... 

On our way back through the native settlement almost 
every backyard exhibited a cock fight with a bunch of coolies 
gathered in small squads. They were great gamblers, throw- 
ing their money into a ring on the ground as the fight 
progressed. 

Coming out into an open square we saw a travelling thea- 
ter troup that went from one town to another giving open-air 
performances. It comprised a man, a girl and three musi- 
cians. The instruments were a xylophone, drum and flute. 
The music was weird and crude and the two dancers were 
dressed in highly-colored sarongs, decorated with beads of 
coral which hung from the hair. A mask was worn covering 
the face, while long ribbons, dangling from their shoulders 
and waists, were whipped out behind with a snap as they 
proceeded in their snakish dance. The masks were changed 
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at intervals and were in different colors denoting the charac- 
ters they tried to represent. A striped mask denoting a bad 
man. A red mask, a devil; while a white mask represented 
an angel. 

The dance was more of a contortion than anything else. 
Legs, arms and body were twisted in all conceivable shapes. 
We threw them some small pieces of money and the girl 
slipped on her white mask and danced before us, throwing 
her arms almost as far back as she could forward; then 
twisting her body with her feet in one direction while she 
faced the other; then in an upright position, she bent her 
back till her head touched her buttocks while her arms swung 
about until her sarong parted displaying a neck and breast 
that one couldn’t help admiring and as Frank said, “If it 
wasn’t for that bloody white mask over her face I would 
have carried her off on the spot.” 

We wanted to see a Highland Fling or something lively 
but they kept on throwing their feet about in the most awk- 
ward positions, prolonging the dance into a Dead March 
which was entirely too tame for us and we moved on going 
to the thickly populated district of the natives whose houses 
or huts were of thatched bamboo roofs with sides of reed, 
ferns, etc. 

We didn’t stay long for fear of vermin and the women 
didn’t seem to mind our curious eyes as they sat weeding out 
each other’s head. They would look at us with a black stare 
as they placed the wiggling creatures on their tongues, with 
the forefinger, no doubt wondering why we should have 
such a troubled look on our faces. 

The women were slight of stature, standing erect, and 
were far better looking than the men who were a measly 
dried-up production of human flesh and bones, lounging 
about smoking cigarettes or chewing betel nut and watching 
the little naked children play about the door while the 
women seemed to be doing all the work, carrying water in 
earthen jars on their heads, picking up wood and kindling 
for the fire which is generally kept burning in a smudge 
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throughout the day, for the mosquitoes swarm about in 
countless numbers. 

The women dressed in a sarong of bright colors and wore 
a “slendang” or scarf of elaborate design draped over their 
shoulders to complete their dress. It was also worn over one 
shoulder, about the bust, protecting them from the sun, or 
was used to carry, at their side, their babies or bundles, when 
necessary. They wore their hair long and tied behind in a 
chignon. Both the men and women were very fond of cocoa- 
nut oil which was plastered on their hair on top of the head 
and on a hot day the rancid odor was far from refreshing. 
At sundown we were pretty well tired out and glad to get 
aboard ship where it was cooler and away from the mosqui- 
toes ashore. 

The next day we filled the lower hold and started on 
between-decks. The coolies gave us a chantey, below, in roll- 
ing the sugar in place, that was the same all day long. When 
a basket was lowered into the hold, instead of standing up 
as white men would work, about six coolies sat on the deck 
with their feet against the upper half of the basket, and 
bracing themselves behind with their hands on the deck, they 
shoved the basket over keeping time with their feet as they 
pushed it over to the following: 
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Each accented note was a push with the foot and the 
basket was thus rolled over and across the deck or over skids 
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on top of the sugar, while the coolies followed, never touch- 
ing their feet to the deck until the sugar was in place. 

In cutting or slewing the baskets they sang in a manner 
like our “Haul away, Joe!” All hands singing and keeping 
time with their feet, but pushing, until the final word 
“Ung!” Then all hands gave a violent shove and the big 
basket was cut into place nicely. Two white men with a hand- 
spike could do the work of the six coolies in half the time, 
but coolie labor was only twenty-one cents per day so the 
ship could well afford to pay it. 

Both the port and starboard watches were allowed liberty 
every other Sunday. Bum-boats made their daily call and we 
indulged in all kinds of tropical fruits. On March 16, we 
took in our last three lighters of sugar and received the news 
that we were bound for New York for orders. This so filled 
our hearts with joy at the thought of getting away from this 
hot place that Williams started the old chantey that was 
always sung on all deep-water ships when leaving a foreign 
country and bound for home: 
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talk of the town,Then hur-rah, my boys,we’re home-ward bound. 


We’re homeward bound, I heard them say, 
We’re homeward bound with nine month’s pay. 
Our anchor we’ll weigh and our sails we will set, 
The friends we are leaving we leave with regret. 


Oh, fare you well, we’re homeward bound, 
We'll heave away till our anchor is found. 
So, fare you well my Rosy Nell; 
Oh, fare you well, for I wish you well. 
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Oh, Rosy Nell, Pm under your spell, 
And when far away, I’ll wish you well. 
Your lips cherry red and your hair to your waist, 
Will long be remembered, though leaving in haste. 


Then fill up your glasses for those who were kind, 
And drink to the girls we are leaving behind. 
So, good-bye to Sally and good-bye to Sue, 
And those who are listening, good-bye to you. 


We’re homeward bound across the sea, 
We’re homeward bound with sugar and tea. 
We’re homeward bound and the winds blowing fair, 
There’ll be many true friends to greet us there. 


Then, good-bye Sourabaya, our anchor’s a-weigh ; 
We’ll sheet home the topsails before it’s “Belay!” 
We'll brace her up sharp and we’ll board our main tack; 
Twill be a long time before we get back. 


This chantey is sometimes sung at the windlass with only 
the first half, but a good chanteyman can greatly improve 
the song, which is a rouser with good voices, by singing the 
double stanza as given above. Williams and Archie were 
both good chanteymen, never lacking in words, and seldom 
repeated a line, which is usually done in a long hoist, by 
inferior chanteymen. 

We finished the sugar in the middle of the afternoon and 
waited for three hundred tons of tea and spices. The next 
day we bent the jibs and lighter sails and began painting the 
ship outside. The side ports were put in and the mate asked 
me to caulk them, thinking to save a little expense, but I 
refused for I told him I expected to go home in the ship 
and didn’t want to go on record asa caulker. While no doubt 
I could have done the work as well as the coolies, yet I con- 
sidered that it was out of my line and for the safety of all it 
was better that a regular caulker should do the work. He 
didn’t insist and I kept busy with a paint brush over the side. 
The next day a couple of coolies did the work. 

Monday, March 19, was a busy day. The captain came off 
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in the morning with a load of provisions and upon gaining 
the deck sang out in a disgruntled manner, 

“leave up your anchors and get under way!” and with- 
out another word walked aft, pacing the deck in a very 
excited manner. It developed that he was unable to get the 
spices and decided not to wait any longer. 

With both anchors on the bottom, the ship, turning with 
the tide, had a number of turns in the cables which had to 
be taken out. Archie and Williams were in the captain’s boat, 
putting a seizing around the cables as far as they could reach 
under water, while the port cable was unshackled, and Jim 
Dunn and I were over the bow taking out the turns, one by 
one. The mate watching proceedings from above, soon sang 
out: 

“There are seventeen turns below. Damn it, don’t waste 
so much time, down there! Dip it around seventeen times 
and shackle it up again! You work like a mess of coolies!” 

We did as directed. The seizing below was cut and the 
cable slipped down in a tangled mess. Then with the order 
to “Man the windlass,” the port chain began coming in. The 
thermometer registered 115 degrees, without a breath of air, 
and we wiped the perspiration from our faces as the work 
became heavier. The cable, coming in foul, wound about the 
starboard chain in a tangled mess and a bunch coming up to 
the water’s edge, with both cables “up and down,” would 
clear itself temporarily, slipping down only to be tangled in 
a tighter mess below. 

The heaving was unusually hard and the old minor chant- 
eys were resorted to because they are usually dragged out 
in slow time, being very appropriate for heavy heaving 
where it takes the force of the whole crew to bring down the 
windlass brakes that move none too quickly. Having sung 
all the words that could be thought of in “Lowlands,” we 
started “Paddy Works on the Railway,” a more cheerful 


chantey. 
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Ou, Poor Pappy Works oN THE RarILway 
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I put on, Oh! poor Pad-dy works on the rail - way. 


In eighteen hundred and forty-two, 
I found I could no better do. 


In eighteen hundred and forty-three, 
I thought [Id better cross the sea. 


In eighteen hundred and forty-four, 
I landed on Columbia’s shore. 


In eighteen hundred and forty-five, 
I found myself more dead than alive. 


In eighteen hundred and forty-six, 
I found myself in a hell of a fix, 
From working, etc. 
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In eighteen hundred and forty-seven, 
I wished myself from hell to heaven, 
From working, etc. 


In eighteen hundred and forty-eight, 
My boys, I’m sorry to relate, 
That I had worked, etc. 


In eighteen hundred and forty-nine, 
I then concluded to resign, 
From working, etc. 


In eighteen fifty, I soon found, 
Myself shanghaied, for Frisco bound, 
From working, etc. 


The railway started me to roam, 
But the sea is hell and I can’t get home, 
To work, etc. 


Having no luck with the starboard chain we tried the port 
and the heaving was much lighter at the start but the farther 
we got the worse it came in. By the time we finished with 
“Fire down below,” both anchors dragged together and re- 
fused to yield from the bottom. It took all hands at the 
brakes, on one side, to heave her down and the strain was so 
great that the windlass brakes were badly bent and had to 
be straightened with a top-maul. Then we lashed a boom on 
top of the handles, which kept them from bending, but it 
was very hard work in the hot sun and instead of chanteying 
we pulled and rode down the brake with cries of: “Heave 
and bust her! Heave and pawl!” etc., until we could do 
nothing more. The bow was hove down about eighteen inches 
and the mate at last said: “Avast heaving! We’ll let the tide 
do the rest.” 

There was only two feet of tide rise in the bay, not much 
to count on, but it was on the flood and after waiting about 
an hour a squall from the west’ard came up and both anchors 
were tripped. Before we could clear them we drifted down 
towards the Dutch ship and to keep from fouling her we 
had to let go again much to the disgust of us all. We had had 
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a strenuous day of it and the mates finally decided to knock 
off work and try it again the next day. 

Joe’s term in jail having expired he came off in a boat in 
the evening, unbeknown to the officers, and bid us all good- 
bye. He said that there would be no trouble in shipping, as 
nearly every ship in the bay was in need of men. He was in 
no hurry to ship, preferring to wait for an American ship 
that would take him to New York or Boston. Although he 
was confident of seeing me again in Boston I have never 
heard from him since. He said that most of the ships in the 
harbor had sent members of their crew to the hospital and as 
the fever was bad there I have always had my doubts if he 
ever got away for he may have taken the fever and died in 
the hospital. 

On Sunday, March 25, with a light breeze from the west- 
ward, we were called to heave anchor again and with a good 
prospect of getting away, hove in the chain to: 


Brow Ye WInps IN THE MornineG 


Moderato 
SoLo 


(Sa sess eae 


*Twas on a Sun- day morn and down a - cross the South-ern 
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Sea, Our ship she laid at anch-or and she wait-ed for a 
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O! We’llclear a-way the morn-ing dew, Blow ye winds, Hi - O! 
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The captain he was down below, 
And the men all laid about, 

When under our bow we heard a splash, 
And then a regular shout, singing 


“Man overboard!” the watchman cried 
And for’ard we all ran, 

And hanging to the larboard chain 
Was an old bluff merman, singing, 


His hair was blue, his eyes were green, 
His mouth was big as three; 

His long green tail that he sat on, 
Went wigglin’ in the sea, singing, 


“Helloa!” cried our mate as bold as brass, 
“‘What cheer, mess-mate?” said he, 
“Oh, I want to speak to your Old Man, 


Ive a favor to ask, you see,” singing, 


“For Dve been all night at a small sea-fight 
At the bottom of the deep blue sea. 

Oh! ’twould break your heart to hear them groan 
And the fun they’ve had with me,” singing, 


The Old Man then he came on deck, 
And looked on the waters blue. 

“Come tell me, my man, and as quick as you can, 
What favor can I do for you?” singing, 


“Oh, you’ve dropped your anchor before my house 
And blocked up my only door, 

And my wife can’t get out, to roam about, 
Nor my chicks, who number four,” singing, 


‘’The anchor shall be hove in at once, 
And your wife and your chicks set free; 

But I never saw a scale, from a sprat to a whale, 
Till now, that could speak to me,” singing, 


“Your figure-head is like a sailor bold, 
And you speak like an Englishman, 

But where did you get such a great big tail, 
Come answer me that if you can?” singing, 
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“A long time ago, from the ship ‘Hero,’ 
I fell overboard in a gale, 

And away down below, where the seaweeds grow, 
I met a lovely young girl—with a tail,” singing, 


“She saved my life and I made her my wife, 
And my legs changed instantly; 

Now I am married, to a mermaid, 
At the bottom of the deep blue sea.” Singing, 


And now we are all loaded, 
And I don’t gave a damn, 

With anchor weighed and hawser made, 
We'll sail to Yankee land, singing, 


We are bound for New York City, 
In the good old ship Akbar, 
The Old Man bought the consul out 
With a barrel of Stockholm tar, singing. 


With the anchor up and the gaskets off the sails we were 
in high spirits at the thought of at last getting away from 
port and although the morning had all the indications of a 
fair wind, by the time the sails were set it hauled ahead light 
and baffling from the eastward and soon we had orders to 
get ready for tacking ship. 

The captain having bought, with other stores, a dozen or 
more hens for cabin fare, these fowl were running loose 
about the deck and with the orders “Tacks and Sheet,” and 
later, “Mainsail Haul!” the big main yard swung around 
while the braces whizzed through the blocks in the rail 
accompanied by the cries of the men as they shouted in their 
different hauls, running from one place to another, and 
pandemonium seemed to break loose so that the chickens ran 
from under foot, flying to places of safety. Two unfortu- 
nately flew over the rail into the water. 

After all had been made fast on the new tack, the ship 
having very little headway, the chickens were seen floating 
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only a short distance astern and Frank jumped on top of the 
rail and dove into the water after them. The captain, seeing 
his intention, shouted to him not to attempt it but Frank was 
already in the water swimming after the two chickens which 
he picked up and brought back to the ship. 

“You little fool!” said the captain. “It would have served 
you right if a shark had gobbled up all three of you.” 

In light, variable winds we only made about ten miles 
during the day and then anchored as the tide was on the ebb. 
Although we had a pilot aboard, the next day we grounded 
only ten miles from our former anchorage, in light, baffling 
winds which at times left us entirely. With favorable cat’s- 
paws it was heave and chantey the greater part of the day. 
A fine breeze from the nor’ard springing up in the evening, 
being still aground, we hove up anchor and set all the sails, 
to no avail, for she was stuck hard and fast and wouldn’t 
move. Finally we gave it up and furled the sails, letting go 
the anchor, awaiting for the morning tide which floated us; 
but there was no wind and we worked all day in a hot, boil- 
ing sun, kedging over the flats and singing all the songs at the 
capstan, I think, there were ever sung, among which were, 
“A Hundred Years Ago,” “Johnny get your Oatcake Done,” 
and a new chantey by Archie, “Roll the Cotton Down,” and 
“The Song of the Fishes,” in which each one took a fish in 
making up a verse, where we got a great deal of enjoyment 
from those who had no sense of rhyme. 

A light breeze springing up from the nor’ard, about eight 
o’clock in the evening, we were called to make all sail again 
and soon the ship heeled over and we shook the mud from 
our keel and once more were afloat. Everybody was in good 
spirits and Archie said: ; 

“Good-bye, Java! I hope Ill never see you again.” 


CHAPTER XVII 
MAN OVERBOARD 


“ee pilot left us at nine o’clock and we steered a course 
southeast by south in light winds and calms. The fol- 
lowing morning we took in the longboat and the kedge 
anchor. Early on the morning of April 7 we passed through 
and were outside of Lombok Strait and got our anchors in 
and the chains stowed below. The good weather held until 
May 5 when we were off the southern coast of Africa and 
sighted our first sail since leaving Java. 

In the evening we saw lightning to the south’ard and the 
following day, at 2 p.Mm., furled the mizzen royal. The wind 
increasing we furled the topgallant sails and hauled up the 
mainsail in squally weather with heavy passing rain showers 
and heavy thunder and lightning to the west’ard. That eve- 
ning all hands were called to shorten sail and we snugged 
her down to lower topsails and fore-topmast staysail. The 
gale was blowing from the west’ard and a heavy sea was 
following. 

The sail sighted the day before proved to be an English 
ship bound for Liverpool and was only about three miles 
ahead of us, carrying the same amount of canvas that we 
were carrying. On account of the heavy sea, which was so 
short that we couldn’t clear the next one, we pitched so much 
that we carried away the forestay but set it up temporarily 
with the fish-tackle. 

The gale moderated the next morning and we set the 
reefed mainsail, main upper topsail and main-topmast stay- 
sail and jib. The English ship was still ahead on the star- 
board tack while we were on the port, steering “by the 
wind.” 

The next day the gale increased and we furled the main- 
topmast staysail and hove her to in a heavy head sea which 
required two men at the wheel. An English bark, to leeward, 
tried to signal us but we couldn’t make out her number. 
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May 9 came in with fine weather and a steady breeze but 
with a heavy head sea that kept two men at the wheel. We 
saw three large sperm whales playing about the ship. The 
English bark was about two miles ahead. We tried again to 
make her but couldn’t. 

About the middle of the afternoon of the next day, while 
bending a new main spencer, we were carrying the main-top- 
gallant sail expecting momentarily that the sail would have 
to come in for small dark clouds were driven by the wind 
across the blue sky leaving behind a scattering, grayish 
nebula which gradually spread into a haze foretelling an 
approaching storm. The noisy sea-gulls that had been fol- 
lowing the ship all day for scraps of food thrown over the 
side by the cook, began flying to the nor’ard leaving behind a 
few Cape pigeons who flew swiftly across our stern and over 
the wake of the ship making that peculiar screeching sound 
heard only in a rising wind. 

The mate, nervously walking the weather gangway on the 
poop, stopped occasionally to cast his eye to windward for 
any indication of an approaching squall and then with head 
thrown far back on his shoulders, watched the topgallant sail 
to see how much longer he could carry on before taking it in, 
as the wind steadily increased. 

The wind whistled through the rigging and the yards 
creaked more and more as the ship rolled heavily to leeward 
and the man at the wheel watched the weather leech of the 
main-topgallant sail shiver and shake, doing his best to keep 
the ship straight while steering full and by on the port tack. 

Old Dick, in his usual disgruntled frame of mind, began 
to swear, saying: “Damn hit t’ ’ell! What’s the use o’ carry- 
ing on like this till somethin’s carried away?” 

A stately white albatross soaring high above our stern, 
breasted into the wind with long graceful wings spread far 
apart, scarcely moving. The bird also seemed to be watching 
the wind from its elevated position, loath to leave the ship, 
for it was motionless and apparently testing the strength of 
the wind. 

At last the mate shouted, “Stand by the t’gallant hal- 
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liards!” and the albatross evidently seeing that at last we 
were getting ready to shorten sail, turned its watchful eye 
and soared off to the south’ard leaving us to battle with the 
elements. 

The squall was now upon us and the mate bellowed: “Let 
go your t’gallant halliards! Brail in the spencer!” The t’gal- 
lant yard was braced into the wind and the parral finally 
settled on the cap of the topmast head, while the flapping 
canvas above shook the whole ship. 

“Clew up an’ a couple o’ hands jump aloft an’ take in 
the t’gallan’s’l!” immediately following with an order to 
“Tower away the mizzen tops’l! Call the watch! All hands 
on deck! Let go your fore-tops’! yard! Let go the main!” 

The watch tumbled out of their bunks coming on deck 
half dressed, cinching up their belts as they ran in answer to 
the call of “Clew up the mainsail! Man the clew garnets!” 
from the “Old Man” who came on deck at this instant and 
seeing the strength of the wind determined to get the main- 
sail off of her before it was carried away. 

The wind was now coming in great gusts and the gray 
haze deepened to a dark blue black shutting down all around 
us. Easing up the main-sheet the mate hobbled to wind’ard 
at the main tack, ready to let go when the buntlines and 
leechlines were manned. Then, with a “Haul away!” the 
tack was eased around the pin in the rail, through the hook 
in the water-ways, and the great sail was eased up. It 
thrashed and flapped in the wind, springing the big yard up 
and down like a reed in the wind, which settled into a quiver 
as the big sail was snuggéd up against the yard. The spilling- 
lines were manned and there was nothing more to be done on 
deck with the sail. Then we hauled up the foresail in like 
manner and the big green seas began pouring over the rail, 
sweeping across the deck, while the spray wet through to the 
skin those who were unfortunate enough in not having had 
time to put on oil-skins. 

In handling the sails, all went well until we ran aloft to 
furl the foresail and while on the foreyard it was anything 
but a travesty, for all hands, running out on the foot-ropes, 
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were strung out along the yard where we picked up the sail 
and tossed the bunt to “Paddy Doyle and his boots.”? Gas- 
kets were passed and awaiting the men in the slings of the 
yard to finish before getting off the yard, the mate, below, in 
some manner let go the lee lift and the yard cock-billed. 

It was easy for us who were on the weather side to slide 
down the foot-rope into the top, but those who were on the 
lee side had to shin up. While we were scrambling into the 
top a cry went up from the men on the lee side, “Man 
overboard!” Frank, who was the second man out from the 
yardarm, had been knocked off the yard and fell into the 
sea. 

Shocked at the thought, for I loved him as a brother, I 
hastened on deck with the others, determined to risk my life 
for the man who had saved me from a shark in Sourabaya. 

We all went aft in a body and I don’t think there was a 
man among us who hung back. All seemed anxious for 
Frank’s safety and willingly offered their services if the cap- 
tain would permit lowering a boat. The ship had been 
brought into the wind and we could see Frank astern, cling- 
ing to a life preserver which the captain had cut from the 
taffrail, for he had seen Frank pitched into the sea. We all 
knew Frank’s ability as a swimmer to keep afloat and al- 
though the waves were mountains high and it was a danger- 
ous undertaking to lower a boat, yet we implored the captain 
to do so and give us a chance to rescue him. 

“My men!” said the captain. “This is a dangerous under- 
taking with a hundred chances against you. Night is coming 
on and it will be dark in a little while and you are liable to 
be blown out of sight and all hands drowned. But if you are 
willing to take the chance I am willing to lower the long- 
boat.” 

A shout arose from the men who didn’t wait for any fur- 
ther instructions and we ran forward to rig a tackle from the 
foreyard which had been squared by the lifts in the mean- 
time. The starboard longboat was slung and the lashings 
cut and we soon had it on the rail where the second mate 
threw in a half-barrel of pilot bread and a keg of fresh 
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water, not forgetting a flash-light. In those days boats were 
not provided with provisions as they are now and we waited 
impatiently for the equipment and it seemed hours to me 
before everything was ready. . 

The second mate was at a dozen different parts of the ship 
at once, in the right time, and finally shouted for four vol- 
unteers to go in the boat with him. We all signified our will- 
ingness and he quickly called for Jim Dunn, Williams, 
Archie and Tommy—leaving me out. I ran to his side and 
begged him to take me, for I knew my ability as an oarsman; 
telling him it was my duty to Frank who had saved my life 
in Sourabaya. He looked at Tommy and then at me. I read 
his thoughts and ran to Tommy, imploring him to let me go 
in his place. Overjoyed, I at last heard Mr. Sanborn say: 
“All right, Fred! You can go. Take the front thwart!” 

We four then jumped into the longboat with the second 
mate and with our oars at our side, the ship rolling to lee- 
ward, we swung clear and settled nicely into the water. The 
tackle was unhooked and oars were immediately shipped 
while the ship rolled away from us to wind’ard. Rising far 
above us on the next wave, she pitched to leeward before we 
had time to gather headway. There seemed to be a suction 
towards her for the ship came down upon us and we were 
battered against her side which stove a hole in our port side 
that one could almost crawl through. 

In an instant Archie pulled off his coat and stuffed it into 
the hole and called for another. I threw him mine and he 
kicked it in with the other which partially stopped the water 
from coming in. With over a foot of water in the boat, Jim 
Dunn began bailing. The wind drove us astern and there 
was not much need of rowing. In this condition we were 
adrift on the ocean with a rising wind and darkness coming 
on, hoping against hope that we would be able to see the 
object of our search before the night shut in. 

Frank was nowhere in sight and the second mate stood up, 
pulling on the steering oar to keep the boat straight and 
searching the waves around for any clue as the longboat 
arose on every sea. We were about a mile from the ship 
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when a huge wave lifted us up and I saw Frank clinging to 
the life preserver, about a thousand yards astern. 

“There he is, astern!” I shouted. 

We had actually passed him without seeing him. And yet, 
it is to be wondered that we saw him at all, for we in the 
boat were so low in the water that the seas breaking in white 
caps and the spray, flying far to leeward, was a turbulent 
mass of boiling, seething foam. It is nothing strange with 
two ships in company, hove to in a gale, for one to be com- 
pletely out of sight when both ships are in the trough of the 
sea with a huge wave between them; and how much more 
difficult to observe an object in the sea from a longboat, 
with a choppy sea all around, as in our case. 

On the next wave Archie and Williams both sang out 
simultaneously: 

Phere hie is! "1 see him!” 

The second mate also saw him and bellowed, “Give ’way 
t? port an’ back water t’ starboard!” and by the help of his 
steering oar we swung into the trough of the sea. The next 
wave was a comber which we met broadside and on an angle 
of 45 degrees. It was a close call, but the second mate was a 
sailor and with a quick sweep of his oar we took the white 
water over the port bow which completely drenched us and 
half filled the boat. There was danger of the coats washing 
out from the hole in the side and Archie braced his foot 
against them as best he could while we pulled away. Once 
into the wind, the port bow fell off as Mr. Sanborn steered 
for Frank. 

“Pull in your oar, Jim, an’ bail her out! Williams an’ 
Fred have got all they can do t’ keep the bow into th’ wind!” 
shouted the second mate. 

In pulling away from the ship Mr. Sanborn had favored 
the port side of our boat on account of the hole and natu- 
rally we drifted to leeward of Frank, but now we steered a 
course for him with the port bow to windward. 

With all our strength at the oars our boat scarcely moved 
ahead in the wind, for we were tossed up and down like a 
chip in the water and commenting on the situation after- 
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wards it was generally conceded that had the boat been free 
from water, with a high free-board, the gale would have 
swept us far away. 

The wash in the boat was something awful. Rising almost 
perpendicularly, in going over a wave, the water rushed aft 
and slopped over the stern. The bow being high in the air, 
the wind swept us around to leeward where it took all our 
strength to keep the boat from falling off into the trough 
of the sea when going down the wave. The weight of the 
water rushing to leeward, on its way forward, nearly cap- 
sized us and we braced our feet to leeward, against the 
thwart in front of us, standing well to windward and pulling 
at the oars until the muscles of our arms stood out in big 
bunches and the trapezii muscles in our necks resembled bolt 
ropes in the luff of a lower topsail. 

In all this time our one thought was of saving Frank and 
as long as we were afloat there was not a moment of anxiety 
on our part that the boat wouldn’t weather the gale. But 
there was a question in my mind whether we could reach him 
before he was exhausted and to this end I pulled at my oar 
with supernatural strength not daring to turn my head to 
see what progress we were making. 

My eyes were riveted on the second mate whose face, 
dripping with flying spray, I watched for any expression of 
hope. He stood at the steering oar, chewing tobacco. The 
juice oozing from the corners of his mouth flowed down his 
chin with the salt spray, for his lips were partly opened 
showing his teeth nervously chewing his quid, and without 
releasing his hold on the oar, occasionally he wiped his face 
with a hurried dip of his head into his shirt sleeve, above his 
elbow, all the while keeping an eye to windward. 

At last the expression that I had been looking for came 
over his face. First a twinkle of the eye and then a smile 
broke out all over his face which settled in a quiver about 
the lips and his eyes filled with tears which flowed distinctly 
down that weatherbeaten face, in a channel of its own, 
through the salt spray. 

I was alarmed, fearing Frank had succumbed to the inevi- 
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table, and with fear and trembling quickly turned my head 
in his direction expecting to see an empty life preserver float- 
ing in the water. But joy, indescribable! There he was, not 
fifty feet away, full of life and smiling at the prospect of 
being rescued. I gave a shout of joy which was followed by 
the others. The second mate tried to speak encouraging 
words to him, but his voice failed him and that rough, uncut 
diamond of the sea sobbed like a child. A lump came up in 
my throat that nearly choked me and we five men rowed 
and wept tears of joy in silence. It was a touching scene to 
watch those strong, husky men give way to their feelings 
and although rough and hardened in sin, yet their big hearts 
went out, as only a true shipmate’s can, as they risked their 
lives for a shipmate in distress. 

In a few minutes more we were alongside, where Archie 
and Williams caught Frank by the arms and rolled him into 
the boat. We were fortunate in that the boat didn’t capsize 
and all hands be thrown into the sea; but it was done with- 
out shipping much water and Frank crawled into the stern- 
sheets nearly exhausted. The second mate had taken the pre- 
caution to fill a flask with whiskey, before going into the 
boat, and this he now handed to Frank, saying: 

“Drink hearty, Frank! ’I'will do you a world of good.” 

It didn’t take any persuasion on his part and Frank took a 
good-sized drink after which his head dropped on his shoul- 
ders while the whites of his eyes rolled from one to another 
in an expression of gratitude, and he said: 

“T thought I was a gonner when you fellows passed me to 
lward and nearly tired myself out trying to make you hear. 
But when I saw you turn, I knew you’d seen me and I had 
no fear that you wouldn’t pick me up. But if anyone should 
ask you how it feels to be passed unseen in the water, just 
tell °em for me, it’s hell-a-poppin’ for the man in the water. 
If it hadn’t been for the life preserver I don’t believe I 
could have held out.” Then suddenly brightening up he 
asked, 

“Who the bloody hell, let go the lee lift?” 

The second mate broke in at that, saying: “Never mind 
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the lee lift, Frank. The mate spilled the beans, but you had 
better keep quiet and save your strength, for we’re hell and 
gone to lu’ard and it will be hours before we get back to the 
ship in this sea.” 

Then, realizing that he was in the boat, with an uncom- 
mon amount of water in the bottom, and learning the cause, 
Frank became quite alarmed. We were making bad weather 
of it, at the oars, without Jim’s help, who was still bailing 
out the water, when Frank suddenly realized that everyone 
was working but him. The whiskey had taken effect and his 
blood began to quicken in his veins, for he braced up and 
shouted: 

“Give me that bailer, Jim. I can bail just as well as you. 
We’ll never reach the ship without another oar and you are 
the one to pull it!” Notwithstanding we remonstrated, 
Frank seized the bailer and demanded that he be given a 
trial. “I’m feeling all right now and a little exercise will do 
me good,” said he, laughingly. 

With the help of Jim’s oar we made better headway and 
Frank surprised us with his work, setting our minds at rest 
as to his strength for he seemed not to tire from his exer- 
tions. But other complications arose. It was rapidly getting 
dark and the ship, a long distance away, was gradually be- 
coming more indistinct and finally disappeared altogether. 
Occasionally we could see her green light when we were on 
the crest of a wave, telling in which direction we were to 
pull, but finally it disappeared and there was nothing but the 
wind to steer by. Our strength was gradually getting weaker 
until it was with great difficulty that we could lift our oars 
without catching a crab. Then the second mate cautioned us 
to be careful or we would lose an oar. 

Frank, in the meantime, ceased to keep up the bailing and 
finally gave up altogether. The second mate gave him an- 
other drink from the flask and at the same time exclaimed: 

“Tt’s no use boys! I can’t see the ship any more and our 
only hope is to keep the boat’s head into the wind and wait 
for them to pick us up in the morning.” 

Jim took his seat beside Frank, rubbing his hands and legs, 
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while Williams bailed and Archie and I worked the oars just 
enough to keep into the wind with the help of the steering 
oar. And so we spelled each other, every little while, 
through the night. About midnight the wind abated and our 
work was lighter and we were able to get a little sleep, when 
relieved, wet as we were. At sunrise the ship was nowhere to 
be seen, but in a couple of hours we raised a sail to wind- 
ward, bearing down in our direction, and with the rise of her 
topgallant sails and then her topsails, finally showing her 
courses, We put out the oars and pulled in a direction to be in 
her course as she approached. 

Williams pulled off his shirt and fastened it to an oar, 
which he held upright, hoping that it would be seen by the 
ship, but almost immediately she swung to starboard and 
our hearts almost stopped beating at the thought of her pass- 
ing by without our being seen. We knew she was the Adar, 
by the cut of her sails, and we laid to the oars pulling like 
mad to head her off. Then, joy! We saw the Stars and 
Stripes being run up to the monkey gaff and knew they had 
sighted us. She swung in a circle, rounding into the wind and 
laid her main topsail to the mast a half mile to windward of 
us. 
What a glorious sight to us boys. And many were the ex- 
pressions that she was the finest looking ship afloat while we 
pulled joyfully up to where we were greeted with a rousing 
three cheers from the men on the rail and in the main chan- 
nels, all eager to lend a hand to assist us on deck, for we were 
so cramped from exposure to the wind and water and wet 
garments that it was with great difficulty we could stand. 

The captain ordered a whip rigged from the main yard, in 
which we were to be hoisted, in a bo’sun’s chair, to the deck 
above. Frank was nearly exhausted but we strapped him in 
the chair and he was the first man to leave the boat, after 
which we each took our turn. Then the boat was slung from 
the foreyard and we filled away with an order from the 
captain, “All hands splice the main brace!” It was a happy 
crowd that walked aft and many were the questions asked 
Frank as to how he felt while in the water. 
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“T wasn’t scared while in the water,” said hé, “but when 
I got into the longboat and saw the big hole stuffed with 
coats and the water pouring in then I became frightened and 
lost my nerve.” 

The cook was ordered to give us a hot breakfast and we 
were told to change our clothes for dry ones and after break- 
fast we turned in until eight bells (noon). Frank was a great 
deal worse off than I and ate very little breakfast. He imme- 
diately turned in. Although I had lost a lot of sleep, I was 
hungry and did justice to the morning meal after which I 
rolled up in my blankets and was dead to the world. It 
seemed only a few minutes before I was awakened by the 
second mate, who shook me gently at noon, and gathering 
my scattered senses, upon seeing his face bending over me, I 
answered with a quick “Aye, aye, sir!” and jumping out of 
my bunk began to pull on my clothes in a hurry. 

He cautioned me to be quiet, putting his forefinger to his 
lips and motioning that Frank was not to be disturbed. The 
noise I was making partially awakened him, however, and 
he rolled over on his side moaning incoherently: “I can bail! 
Give it to me, Jim! Don’t let the ship go by!” etc., which 
told us that he was a little delirious. 

It took me a few minutes to realize that it was eight bells 
and as Frank tossed from side to side the second mate shook 
his head alarmingly, saying: “He’s a sick boy. The old man 
should see him.” And with these words he went aft while I 
went to the galley for my dinner. When I got back, the cap- 
tain was taking Frank’s pulse and in a low tone he cautioned 
me to let him sleep, saying: 

“Sleep is the best medicine we can give him. The poor boy 
is all in and he needs rest. You stay here and watch him. 
When he awakens, come aft and give me a call.” 

It was 4.30 p.m. before he awoke. His eyes wandered 
from side to side for some time with a puzzled look on his 
face and then he smiled. “Gee! Fred!” said he, “I thought 
at first that I was in the water again but I’m mighty glad to 
see those oilskins swinging back and forth from the bulk- 
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head. Shake, old pard! Shake! We’re safe aboard the old 
Akbar, ain’t we?” 

I assured him that we were and grasped his hand with a 
squeeze that told more than words could tell how glad I was 
to know that we were both safe. Then cautioning him to be 
quiet, for the Old Man wanted to see him, I ran aft to give 
him a call, while the watch on deck crowded about our room 
with inquiring eyes. The captain immediately came forward 
and as we reached the room we found Frank trying to dress, 
but the Old Man emphatically told him to get back into bed 
and stay there until he gave him permission to get up. Al- 
though Frank said he was all right, the captain had his way 
and he crawled into his bunk while the captain gave him 
some medicine that put him to sleep again. 


CHAPTER XVIII 
HOMEWARD BOUND 


HAT evening I scanned the heavens trying to locate 

the “Big Dipper” on the horizon. It was in sight in 34 
degrees South, but I didn’t pick it up again until we were 
well into the Atlantic. Had we sailed in clear weather I be- 
lieve it could have been seen nightly all the way around the 
Cape: 

The bark and the English ship were again in sight. We 
passed the bark at noon but the English ship overhauled us, 
when we wore ship at 6 p.m., and parted company. 

The following day Frank was feeling much better and 
turned to for work in fine weather with light winds and 
calms. That morning, with a northwesterly breeze, we could 
distinctly smell flowers to windward, indicating that land 
was not far off, and at six the next morning we sighted land 
off the starboard bow. Two sails were in sight, the one off the 
port bow showing her fore and mizzen topmasts carried 
away. 

On May 13, Cape Agulhas was in sight about twenty-five 
miles off the starboard bow. That morning the wind in- 
creased to a gale and as we tacked ship the weather main 
brace fouled the guard rail, at the break of the poop, and 
carried it away. At the same time we also carried away the 
mizzen stay but no particular harm was done. Cape of Good 
Hope, at noon, bore N.N.W., about forty-five miles away. 

The next day the gale, blowing from the nor’ard, hove 
her to at 1 p.m. under lower topsails, spencer and fore-top- 
mast staysail. In furling the spanker, Fred was thrown off 
the boom but luckily landed on deck beside the wheel box, 
nearly breaking his leg. George was laid up with a sore foot 
and the second mate was troubled again with neuralgia and 
confined to his bunk. George had been troubled with a tape 
worm and the mate said he could cure it if George would 
follow his directions, by drinking a teacupful of turpen- 
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tine. Confined to his bunk with his sore foot and laying the 
cause to the tape worm, he decided to try the remedy and 
hobbling to the cask of turpentine under the fo’c’sle-head he 
drew off a tin cup full and closing his eyes swallowed it in a 
couple of gulps and went back to bed again. With two men 
laid up and the second mate absent from duty, we were 
short-handed. The wind moderating the latter part of the 
day we set the topsails and courses in cloudy weather and 
passing heavy rain showers. The gale increasing we furled 
the foresail, lower fore and mizzen topsails and hove her to 
under lower main topsail, fore-topmast staysail and main 
ea The English bark was about a mile off the weather 
eam. 

I shall never forget an incident that happened while 
shortening sail off the Cape, where, in a heavy head sea 
which was breaking over topgallant fo’c’sle deck, we were 
called to take in the jib. We ran on top of the deck, where a 
footing was next to an impossibility, but with a hold on the 
downhaul we managed to haul down the sail without slip- 
ping overboard, for we had no guard rail around the deck. 
Hauling the jib down “two blocks,” Jim Dunn and I ran out 
to stow it. The sail and sheet-blocks were whipping over the 
boom, defying us on our way out, but we were soon masters 
of the situation by taking a turn with the gasket around the 
head of the sail, smothering the wind temporarily, notwith- 
standing we were pitching at a fearful rate. 

The jib is one of the meanest sails to handle in a time like 
this. I have described the courses, bellying out and tearing 
away from our grasp, turning back finger nails and leaving 
blood stains on the canvas from bleeding fingers, because we 
were unable to hold the sail; and the jib is not unlike it, as 
any seafaring man could testify and who will at once say 
that the jib is the worst sail on the ship to stow, because of 
the ship’s diving and pitching. Having gained our position 
on the jib-boom it was a good deal like the situation on the 
old-time ducking stool. You couldn’t help yourself and you 
had to take your medicine and you’d be lucky to get back 
without a wetting. One moment you are high above the 
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wave—the next instant, down you plunge with the same 
feeling under your ribs that you have in a high swing, going 
backwards, or in going down in a fast passenger elevator, not 
knowing the next minute where you are going to stop. If the 
ship is buoyant enough to raise over the wave, you are safe; 
but if the ship takes a dive—look out! and hold on, all! This 
was the situation Jim and I were in. 

We had three or four turns of the gasket passed around 
the jib and were working in towards the bowsprit when up 
we were tossed high in air and the next second we were 
pointed down into a big sea that I thought would break over 
the jib-boom-end. Instantly Jim put his big, strong arm 
around me, hugging me up as a bear might hug a tree. 

“Fold on Fred, for God’s sake! She’ll souse us under,” 
said he. 

~ Down, down, we went, until I thought she would never 
stop. The angry wave climbed up to meet us. The martin- 
gale was submerged and the quivering boom, held by the jib 
guys and back-ropes, told the fearful strain it was under as 
the ship stuck her nose into the wave. Down we went until 
our legs were knee-deep in water and as she raised again our 
feet were nearly pried off the foot-ropes. There was a seeth- 
ing, foaming mass of white water made from the plunge of 
the bowsprit into the wave. The spray flew high over the 
knight-heads across the deck and while we stuck like leeches 
we expected to be thrown from our perch into the sea. 

Can you imagine a rough, uneducated sailor like Jim, for- 
getting all about himself at a time like that and thinking 
only of the safety of a shipmate? Ah!—They were the men 
that were true, uncut diamonds of the first water and coming 
to the surface they cast a beam of sunshine when you least 
expected it. 

Just before noon old Dick was doing some work on the 
weather side of the booby-hatch and the captain coming out 
of the front door of the cabin asked him what he was doing. 
Dick, having a mouthful of tobacco juice, turned his head 
and spat over his shoulder on the deck. This so enraged the 
“Old Man” that before Dick had time to answer, he pounced 
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upon him and taking him by the shoulder shook him vio- 
lently, saying: “You Old Sailor! Where in hell do you think 
you are? I suppose you’d spit on your own parlor floor, if 
you had a home of your own, but being an Old Sailor, it’s a 
damned sight easier to spit over your shoulder than to go to 
the lee scuppers!” Then he called: 

“Mr. Burris! Send another man aft to take this man’s 
job!” At the same time pushing Dick for’ard in no gentle 
manner. This was resented by Dick. 

“Toik yer bloody ’ands off’n me!” shouted Dick, trying to 
shake loose from the captain’s grasp. “Toik yer ’ands off, Hi 
says! Hi don’t hallow hany man to put their ’ands on me!” 

“Flere’s one man you'll see put his hands on you and 
don’t you forget it!”” exclaimed the captain. “You dirty Old 
Sailor, you forget that you are aft the mainmast! How many 
times have you got to be told that this is the captain’s front 
yard? A boy would know better, but you being an Old Sailor, 
I’ve got to excuse you because you don’t know any better!” 
By this time they were abreast the mainmast and the “Old 
Man” gave him a shove for’ard with parting instructions: 

“Don’t ever let me see you spit on the deck of this ship 
again—at any time or in any place! Humph! You Old 
Sailors will drive me crazy yet!” 

Dick skulked for’ard and the “Old Man” walked aft, up 
the weather gangway steps and on the poop deck where he 
paced back and forth like a caged animal. Soon eight bells 
were struck and we were all surprised to hear the “Old 
Man” shout: 

“Call the watch, Mr. Burris, and all hands lay aft to 
splice the main brace! This is my fifty-seventh birthday and 
we'll begin it right!” 

He, no doubt, was thinking of his little fracas with Dick 
and determined to make amends by splicing the main brace. 
Williams exclaimed, “The Old Man’s not such a bad fellow 
after all.” 

I was sent forward with a glass of grog to George, who, 
by the way, was a very sick man. There was no doubt as to 
the tape worm having been killed and the poor man nearly 
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followed the tape worm. I never saw such a change in a man. 
Two days before he was the picture of health when I 
stopped at the fo’c’sle door to enquire about him. 

Now, upon going into the fo’c’sle, I was startled at his 
appearance. The skin had shrunken tightly over his cheek- 
bones and his complexion was a deep sallow color, bordering 
on green. The whites of his eyes loomed up like grommet 
holes for spilling buntlines in the courses. The light in the 
fo’c’sle was none too bright which added to the depressing 
scene. At first, I thought that he was dead and shrank back 
appalled at the sight. His eyes were closed but hearing me 
approach he slowly opened his eyelids until I thought they 
would never stop expanding. Not a word was spoken by 
either of us for sometime until I finally regained my com- 
posure and ventured to ask how he was feeling. 

“Not so damned good, Fred,” said he, staring at me with- 
out a smile with his mouth opened like his eyelids, his upper 
lip stretched tightly over his upper teeth and remaining 
there, exposing his teeth, and making him look more like a 
ghost than a thing of life. One hand rested on the bunk 
board and the skin was drawn tightly over the knuckles so 
that it resembled the talons of a vulture. I felt that I could- 
n’t touch him and so stuck out the glass, saying: 

“Here, George, is a drink for you. It’s the Old Man’s 
birthday and he’s setting ’em up to the boys.” Still that 
glassy stare without a move. “God! It smells like turpen- 
tine,” said he, faintly, breathing through his lips drawn 
tightly over his teeth while great beads of perspiration stood 
out on his forehead at the thought of swallowing another 
dose. 

Telling him that I would dilute it I ran to the water-cask 
for some water and on returning had quite composed myself 
and so helped him to raise his head so that he could drink. 
It tasted better than he imagined and gently dropping his 
head back on the pillow, the glassy stare vanished and his 
lips gradually resumed their normal state. He breathed a 
“thanks,” as he settled back and I adjusted his blankets and 
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pillow as best I could and with a few cheering words left him 
with a promise to come back and see him later. 

The “Old Man” gave us a holiday for the afternoon and 
after finishing our dinner Frank and I went to the second 
mate’s room where we found him suffering so much that we 
didn’t stay very long, but told him that George was a very 
sick man. He advised us to go at once and see the “Old 
Man,” which I did. The captain seemed alarmed, said it was 
the first that he had heard of the tape worm and immedi- 
ately went forward to administer to George. 

That evening the sun went down leaving us becalmed. The 
ship rolled back and forth slatting the sails against the masts 
so hard that it was necessary to clew up and lower away the 
upper yards. The heavy swell denoted wind not many miles 
away, but we thrashed about until 7.30 p.m. before we got any 
kind of a breeze. 

The sky all around took on a golden grayish color which 
finally settled into a deep nimbus. The air was very sultry as 
the darkness came on and the lightning played back and forth 
in the distance, gradually coming nearer until we could hear 
the rumbling of thunder. The rain preceded the wind and the 
lightning became sharper, zig-zagging across the heavens, 
while the thunder followed, fairly shaking the whole ship. 

The mate had been watching the approaching squall and 
for once he was right in not making sail with the first breath 
of air, as was his custom, and some of the sailors growled at 
the suspense, because we were not sent aloft, either to furl 
the sails that were clewed up or to set them again. Anything 
was better than standing idly by awaiting a call. It is the 
sailor’s prerogative to growl. 

The squall was stronger than we expected and the mate was 
not slow in giving orders to take in the mainsail, shouting in 
quick succession: “Tacks and sheets! Lower the topsails! Clew 
up the foresail! Down with the jib, etc. Call the watch! All 
hands on deck to shorten sail!” 

The rain began to fall again and the cries of the men, in 
minor keys, at the ropes were anything but a joyful sound. 
The shrieking of the wind through the rigging drowned out 
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the sound as the starboard watch came on deck in answer to the 
call and the ship heeled over, quivering in the squall, while 
the big white-caps came aboard again to make our acquaint- 
ance. 

The mainsail was flapping over the yard at a terrific rate 
and the folds of canvas cracked and snapped as I had never 
heard them before. 

“Jump aloft and take in the mainsail,” thundered the mate, 
and away we ran up the rigging, knowing full well that it was 
important to get this sail off of her as soon as possible. When 
half way up the rigging an unusually heavy sea came aboard 
and the ship was nearly thrown on her beam-ends. The phos- 
phorescent light below threw peculiar rays in the rigging 
above as we clung to the shrouds waiting for the ship to right 
herself again. 

Staggering and shaking herself free, she rolled to wind- 
ward with a jerk, and the big mainsail, which had blown over 
the yard, whipped back into place with the report of a can- 
non. The strain on the sail was too much, as it soared above 
like a big balloon, and there was a ripping and slatting of torn 
canvas. An old patch in the sail, near the weather head earing, 
gave way, making a start for an untimely finish and before we 
reached the yard the whole sail was a looking-glass, split from 
earing to earing, just below the jackstay. Whipping itself 
around the mainstay and blown clear out of the bolt-ropes, 
it was soon madly thrashing itself to pieces. The spilling-lines 
and buntlines kept the sail from blowing away entirely and 
it seemed hours before we made the sail secure. 

The second mate being confined to his room, the mate 
thought he would take his place up aloft. It was the first time 
he had ever gone above the top. While on our way to take in 
the upper topsail, that sail, like the mainsail, was flapping 
over the yard to such an extent that no one ventured on the 
yard. Tommy and I were the first to run over the top and as 
he jumped on the foot-rope, the sail rolled over his head and 
he was thrown from the yard directly in front of me into the 
darkness below. 

“Man overboard!” I shouted, as Williams came up. 
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It was a dangerous undertaking to attempt to run out on 
the yard with the sail whipping over it. Williams, who was 
one of the most powerful men in the ship, hesitated and com- 
menting on Tommy’s being thrown from the yard, said, 
“There’s no such thing as saving a man overboard in this sea 
and the only thing to do is to get the sails off the ship as soon 
as possible.” 

Man after man was coming up from the mainsail and the 
first we knew the mate was up with us shouting, “Why in hell 
don’t you lay out on the yard?” etc. At that instant the whole 
heavens were lighted by a flash of lightning followed by 
thunder that was deafening. There was a smell of burnt iron 
and I thought that the ship had been struck. We all clung to 
the rigging and many declared afterwards that the ironwork 
snapped off the rust spots of the chain tyes and runners about 
us. 
The mate, finding his voice again, shouted: “Lay out on 
the yard, some of you! I would if I had my other boots on.” 

This was too much for Williams and he called back: 
“Boots, be damned! What do you take us for, a mess of 
damned fools? Why in hell don’t you stay on deck and brace 
the yards so that it will be safe for us sailors to take care of 
your ship? Tommy was just knocked off the yard; if you 
want to know why we don’t lay out!” Here, Archie chimed 
in: “Tommy’s all right. I crawled over him in the top as I 
came off the main yard!” 

“Thank God for that!” said Williams. “‘That’s one sin the 
mate won’t have to answer for,” shouting at the top of his 
voice. 

The mate evidently saw for the first time that the yard was 
pointed in too far and made his way down the rigging while 
Williams, instead of laying out on the yard, as Tommy had 
done, climbed above the sail and swinging on to the tye, rode 
down the sail, smothering it at the bunt where we took a 
temporary turn with the gasket and worked out and soon had 
the sail under control about the same time the mate reached 


the deck. 
By the time we were through with the lighter sails every- 
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thing on the fore had been taken care of. The starboard watch 
was sent below to get what sleep they could before eight bells 
while we in the port watch huddled about the main bitts where 
we could dodge the extra seas as they came aboard. 

Tommy was the hero of the watch. He explained that when 
he was knocked off the topsail-yard he thought it was all off 
with him, but the next thing he knew he landed on all-fours 
in the maintop, instead of in a watery grave. 

At 2 p.M. the gale came around to southwest and we made 
sail again setting the foresail, topsails and main-topgallant 
sail and jib. The next day we got down the mainsail. It was 
a wreck and so we bent a spare mainsail. The weather con- 
tinued fair and Mr. Sanborn and George improved so much 
that they both reported for work. 

We struck the southeasterly trades on June 2, in lat. 20° 
S., long. 7° 15” W. In those steady trade winds it was 
the custom to overhaul all the rigging and we began by 
changing the braces end-for-end; setting up the bob-stays; 
refitting lifts and foot-ropes; setting up all standing rigging 
and getting ready for rattling down. Why it is called “rat- 
tling down,” I could never understand for the work is started 
from the sheer pole, working up instead of down. The old 
ratlines were taken off and thrown into the junk barrel to be 
sold with other junk. The sailor’s definition of “ratlines” is 
a ladder for rats to climb and we were the rats. The second 
day of rattling down, the mate, in an unusually pleasant 
frame of mind, said to me, “Watch me have some fun with 
‘Cockney,’ ” who, it will be remembered, was none too bright 
mentally. 

“Here, ‘Cockney’!” called the mate. “Go for’ard and get 
a slush pot.” 

“Get a slush pot, sir,” answered “Cockney,” at once off on 
the run and soon back with the pot. 

“Do you see that royalmast up there?” pointing with his 
finger to the main royalmast. “Skin up aloft and begin at the 
sheave-hole and grease the after part of the royal, t?gallant 
and topmasts and mind you don’t spill any slush on the sails. 
If you do, damn your heart! Dl skin you alive.” 
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“Cockney” looked aloft and with a half-hearted sigh an- 
swered, “Skin you alive, sir,” and throwing the lanyard over 
his head he climbed into the rigging with the slush pot dan- 
gling from his neck: 

The ship was bowling before it at the rate of eight knots 
or more, rolling from side to side. The old ratlines were not 
all off on the lower shrouds, but from the maintop up, there 
was nothing for a footing and he must shin all the way. By 
the time he reached the royal rigging his strength was nearly 
gone and wrapping his legs around the backstay he started to 
slush the mast as directed. Holding on with one hand and 
using the other to grease the mast, he began shifting hands 
to relieve the one supporting his weight. As the royalmast 
is a short mast he got through fairly well and sat down on 
the eyes of the t’gallant rigging to rest before starting in on 
the t’gallant mast. 

“What in hell are you doing up there!” shouted the mate, 
who was watching his every move. “Do you want me to 
bring you up a sofa to lie down on? Get t’ work and don’t 
be all day about it. Get a move on you!” 

We heard “Cockney” answer, “Get a move, sir,” and he 
was not slow in starting to work again, but his hands were both 
so greasy that he couldn’t hold his weight and before he was 
halfway down the mast he was seen to shift his legs from 
one backstay to the other and with each shift, he lost ground 
and slipped below the spot he left off greasing and soon was 
down to the topmast cross-trees with several “holidays” 
above. 

Instead of cursing “Cockney” as we all expected, the mate 
called to him in a pleasant voice, saying that he had missed 
several places. “Shin up and touch up those holidays, “Cock- 
ney,’ ” said he. If any of my readers think that is any picnic, 
with a ship rolling from side to side, 40 degrees or more each 
side, just try it. Poor “Cockney” was a good deal like the 
frog jumping out of the well. For every two feet he gained, 
he fell back three. But he stayed with it and strange to say 
the mate didn’t lose his patience but seemed pleased that 
“Cockney” was doing his best to do the work satisfactorily. 
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Strange it is that men in power cannot see their littleness 
at times. The Big Head shows itself on the land as well as 
on the sea and it is surprising how they get by with it. 

After we finished rattling down we began scraping the 
dead-eyes and other bright woodwork. Nearing the Equator 
our fine weather left us and we ran into showers in which 
we caught enough rain water to fill our empty casks. Then 
began the scrubbing of paint-work which I liked no better 
than I did in this latitude when bound south. 

On Saturday the twenty-third, we raised the Island of 
Ferdinando De Noronha and passed it at midnight, about 
five miles to the eastward. There are two principal islands in 
the group, the larger about seven miles long by one and a 
half wide. The moon was shining brightly and the rugged 
peak, with an elevation of 1,080 feet, shone out in all its 
glory. These islands serve as a place of banishment for 
Brazilian criminals and lie one hundred and twenty-five 
miles east of Brazil. 

With fine weather and a good smart breeze we were near- 
ing the Equator. “Cockney” began talking about “the Line,” 
in the evening watch, and asked if it were possible to see it. 
He had crossed it a couple of times but didn’t remember 
having seen it. I told him that we were expected to cross the 
Line at about 3 a.m., if the wind held as it was blowing. 

“Pshaw,” said he. “That’s our watch below and I’ll be 
asleep. Do you think we can see it in the morning watch?” 

He seemed to be the foot-stool for us all and at this wide- 
open question I couldn’t resist taking my turn. “I don’t think 
you can see it with your naked eye,” said I. “But you can 
look through the spy-glass of my sextant, at four bells, and 
if it isn’t too dark, I think you’ll be able to see it.” 

“Will you let me look through the glaus, Fred? You’re a 
jolly good chap to do this for me,” said he, and we walked 
the deck together while he kept up a continual conversation, 
tickled as a little child at the prospect of seeing the Line. 

At eight bells and the call of the watch, I turned up the 
light in my room and unscrewing the lens in the glass, pulled 
a hair from my head and stretching it across the center, 
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screwed back the lens so that the hair was horizontal. Before 
it was fixed, Frank came to the door and asked: “What are 
you doing, up at this hour? Why don’t you turn in?” Ex- 
plaining the modus operandi, he lost no time in spreading 
the news and the whole ship was acquainted with the proce- 
dure when the morning watch was called. 

“Cockney” could hardly wait for daylight and before 
washing down I took him to the t’gallant fo’c’sle deck and 
handing him the sextant, after I had tried it, explained how 
to hold it, etc. One look was enough. “My God, Fred! I 
see it! I see it! I never thought there was a line there that 
could be seen. How did we jump over it? It must be mighty 
strong not to break wid all the ships jumpin’ over it.” 

The crew stood by and enjoyed the fun. Even the mate 
came for’ard to join in the laugh, but “Cockney” was the 
most pleased of all and to the end of the voyage he still 
talked of how I let him take my sextant to see the Line. 
“Where ignorance is bliss ’tis folly to be wise,” and I don’t 
think there was one of us that undeceived him. 

We crossed the Line in long. 35° 23’ W. and kept our 
fine breeze with occasional rain showers, picking up the 
northeast trades in lat. 11° 6’, long. 44° 00’ W. when we 
had fine weather and were employed in painting the ship. 

We raised the ensign on July 4 and were given a holiday, 
and that day raised the first sail to windward since leaving 
the Cape—a brig, bound south. 

At noon we ran into an unusual amount of gulf-weed. We 
had been sailing through short patches of it all the morning 
but now the surface was covered for miles around. It re- 
sembled in color the yellow rock-weed seen in the bays about 
home, but was very much different in size being much 
smaller and branching out more like Irish moss, with little 
bulbs or air bladders which grew very close to the stem like 
solitary grapes and were about the size of a buck-shot. It 
is also sometimes called “grape-weed.” I put a bunch of it 
in a glass bottle filled with sea water and kept it for years. 
It acted as a barometer, rising and falling with the change of 
weather. 
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We lost sight of the Southern Cross on the evening of the 
fourth in lat. 24° 45’ N. long. 58° 14’ W. It had been 
plainly discernible up to that time. 

A few days later the captain was taking his daily exercise, 
walking the poop and enjoying a smoke after dinner. The 
sun was sinking in the west and the ship was rolling quietly 
along under a free wind. A lone booby circled around the 
ship, evidently tired out from its long flight, and finally 
alighted on the port lower mizzen topsail yardarm. The 
slat of the sail in the light breeze seemed not to its liking, 
for with every roll and the flap of the sail it would raise its 
wings as if about to fly. These birds immediately go to sleep 
when resting and from the wheel I was watching with a 
great deal of curiosity to see how long it would be before it 
would be asleep. With a sudden pitch of the ship the booby 
seemed to have lost its balance and slipped off the yardarm, 
fouling the brace-pendant and turned a complete somersault 
before it regained its equilibrium. Then, returning again to 
the yardarm, a second time, and with no better success, it 
finally left its resting place, circled about the ship, and at 
last selected a roosting place on the port railing just abaft 
the mizzen rigging. The captain, who was also watching the 
movement of the booby, said: “Fred, that fellow is tired out 
and will soon be asleep. We’ll let him alone till he is fast 
asleep and then we can catch him.” 

No sooner had he spoken than the mate came hobbling up 
the starboard gangway and bending over the binnacle to see 
if I was keeping the ship on her course, he raised his eyes 
and discovered the booby on the railing. 

“Oh, captain!” said he. “There’s a booby on the railing, 
asleep. I?ll go and catch him.” So saying he hobbled across 
the deck and made his way toward the bird, scuffing along 
and making enough noise to awaken the dead. When within 
ten feet of the booby it raised its wings and flew away, as 
much as to say, “This is no place for me,” for it flew in a 
direct course away from the ship. 

The mate turned and rounding the after corner of the 
cabin, met the captain who impatiently said: “Umph! Who 
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ever heard of one booby trying to catch another!” It came so 
unexpectedly that I laughed aloud. The mate, of course, was 
chagrined at the captain’s remark, but when he saw me try- 
ing to contain myself, he was furious. The captain abruptly 
left him and walked up the steps to the top of the cabin 
while the mate hobbled over to me and said: 

“You laugh at me? Damn your heart! Dll fix you to- 
night!” And true to his word he had me running all over the 
ship from midnight till 4 a.m. Buntlines to stop, watch 
tackles to get, sweating up halliards, etc., in which the watch 
cursed again and again at the unreasonable things they were 
called upon to do. Outside of that he let me alone. 

In light winds and very hot weather we sighted Wreck 
Hill, the westernmost part of Bermuda Island, and the fol- 
lowing morning, while washing down decks, we raised a 
school of porpoises, off the port bow, about a half mile dis- 
tant. The sea was glassy in the morning sun and they formed 
in two rows, one behind the other, about twenty feet apart, 
swimming in rank and file fully two miles in length and as 
straight as an arrow, rolling over and going under the water, 
in unison, at regular intervals. It was such an unusual sight 
that we all stopped work to watch them. Fully ten minutes 
went by before we turned to again. Finally the line was 
broken, the two schools separating, swimming as the geese 
fly and disappearing in the distance. 

The ship was now as clean as a yacht and we were all 
ready for Sandy Hook, about three hundred miles distant. 
Three days later the “Old Man” gave us a course of north- 
west by west, and at 3 a.M. we wore ship on account of two 
lights ahead that puzzled the “Old Man.” 

At daylight we hoisted the jack for a pilot and a Dela- 
ware pilot came off, Boat C, but couldn’t take us to New 
York. The two lights we had seen were Cape Charles and 
Cape Henry and when the “Old Man” found himself he 
stormed about the deck exclaiming: “Fool! Fool! The 
longer I go to sea the less I know. I gave the course N.W. by 
W. when it should have been N.W. by N. Four points 
would run any ship ashore. I’m no better than an Old Sailor! 
Ugh!” 


376 Tue Makinc OF A SAILOR 


I then thought of Dana’s “Two Years before the Mast,” 
in which he says, P 


If the Bermudas let you pass, 
You must beware of Hatteras. 


We sailed north all day, in light winds, and about nine 
that evening struck a shoal, off Egg Harbor, that shook us 
up. The second mate was not slow in ordering us to stand 
from under the yards, but we braced her up and in a couple 
of jumps we were in deep water again and on sounding the 
pumps found she was none the worse for bumping. The next 
morning the tugboat A. F. Walcott, of New York, came off 
to us at six o’clock and the pilot came aboard at eight. The 
Walcott then took our line. It was a happy moment for all 
to feel that “Blow high or blow low,” it now could matter 
but little, as the towboat had us in tow, with a good hawser. 
At II.30 A.M we were just inside Sandy Hook and dropped 
our port anchor, to await orders. The cargo being consigned, 
we might be ordered to England. Captain Lamson. went 
ashore immediately. The runners from the sailor’s boarding 
houses came aboard but were searched for any whiskey that 
might be concealed in their pockets before coming over the 
rail and those that had it were turned back. 

The next afternoon the tugboats E. H. Coffin and A. F. 
Walcott came down with the captain, with orders to proceed 
to Brooklyn. This put us in better spirits and we hove up 
our anchor to “Heave away my Johnnies, we’re all bound 
tooo.” 

The Brooklyn Bridge-was under construction at that time 
and we had to strike our main t’gallantmast before passing 
under. We were towed up to Harbeck Stores, the second 
dock from the bridge, where we made her fast, fore and aft, 
with enough sober men to sing the last chantey, “Leave her 
Johnny, leave her,” as we pumped till she sucked. 

Our ship was not different from hundreds of others arriv- 
ing from a foreign voyage. We were well advertised among 
the sailor’s boarding houses and the runners were on hand 
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From a photograph made about 1880. Courtesy of the Society for the 
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when we began heaving up anchor at Sandy Hook. Each 
runner had a pocket full of cards, advertising the good 
qualities of his hotel, which were thrust into our hands with 
promises of good treatment, plenty of whiskey, dance halls, 
pretty girls that were good girls and would look after their 
Jack Tar and take pleasure in steering him on a straight 
course should he be half-seas over, etc. 

We were no exception to thousands of other sailors and 
by the time the ship was made fast to the dock, our men, who 
had sworn, time and again, that not another drop of whiskey 
should ever pass their lips again, threw their good resolu- 
tions to the wind at the smell of the “knock-out drops” and 
half of the crew were “three sheets in the wind” before we 
passed under the Brooklyn Bridge. 

Frank and I stayed by the ship until we were paid off on 
Tuesday, July 24, 1877. Those who were able to change 
their clothes and go ashore in their Sunday togs, on the day 
of arrival, presented a sorry sight when we saw them again 
at the Exchange, awaiting the signing of the pay-roll. As 
our names were called we took what was handed us with in- 
structions to immediately put it out of sight before some 
shark “lamped” it or it would be missing by the time we 
reached our hotel. The second mate, Jim Dunn, Frank and 
I, bought our tickets for Boston and took the steamer Provi- 
dence, for Fall River, that evening. After parting company 
at Boston, I have never seen one of the crew since. 
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